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PREFACE. 

The writer of the following tale had two 
objects in view in writing it ; the one, to 
familiarize herself with Grerman, (it is 
founded on a German tale) ; the other, to 
intersperse an interesting narrative with 
reflections taken from the Bible, thus 
making the amusement of the young, for 
whom it is written, a vehicle for their 
instruction in Bible truths. 
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THE PEINCESS. 



CHAPTEE I. 



At the door of a long low cottage, nearly 
covered by a luxuriant vine, a young girl stood 
early one fresh summer morning, earnestly gazing 
at the rising sun, whose rays were already so 
dazzling as to oblige her to shade her eyes with 
her hand. 

" There," said i^e, in a low, pleasant voice, 
" the sun is again up before me, though it has 
performed a long journey, and I have been rest- 
ing all night!" 

Then, with folded hands and reverently bended 
knee, the maiden devoutly offered her morn- 
ing tribute of prayer and praise to her hea- 
venly Father. That duty performed, she sprang 
lightly to the stream that dashed and foamed, 
and finally tumbled into a well at the end of 
the garden. She bathed her liands and face 
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a THE PBINCESS. 

over and over again, laughing and chattering to 
herself in a way that would have betrayed her 
southern origin, even had not her black sparkling 
eyes stamped her as a Frenchwoman . Her tongue 
seemed to be running a race with the babbling 
brook, for she continued gaily, " Hum I now that 
water neither sleeps nor rests. It runs along, 
and bubbles, and sparkles, day and night, with- 
out wanting to be paid for its trouble. Father 
Jean says that there are deserts where people 
would give a hundred thousand francs for such 
water. One hundred thousand francs ! And mo- 
ther says this cottage and garden and the well 
only cost five hundred; and what a comfort! that 
dear old Count laid the pipes down to bring 
the water for us poor people. He is a good 
gentleman ; what a pity Monsieur Fr^d^ric is not 
like him. Then we have plenty of wood for the- 
winter, and there is the beautiful forest, which 
provides us with ^uch good berries, and mush- 
rooms, and, best of all, with truffles. And see, 
just as I say the word truffles, up comes our 
truffle-hunter. Good morning, Brabant I So you 
have been getting up early too, and I suppose 
you are going to take your morning draught at 
the well. What a blessing you are to us, you 
dear good dog i T am sure you repay all the 
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THE PEINCE5S. 3 

trouble father took with your education. A cow, 
fiow, would not be half so useful as you are, dear 
old Brabant." 

Brabant, an old poodle of very sagacious 
mien and most affable manners, acknowledged 
these weU-eamed compliments by diyilly wag- 
ging his tail, nudging, curling his nose, and 
finally licking the little brown hand of his young 
mistress, who turned to enter the house. Therd 
€l^mence, for so was our young friend called, set 
herself busily to work, turning up the mats and 
sweeping every speck of dirt oS the floor of the 
low room, and setting all to rights in the most 
housewife Hke style. At length she paused in 
her operations, before a sort of wooden frame 
divided into several compartments, which stood 
m one corner. 

• These frames, devoted to breeding the silk- 
worm, are very generally to be found in the pea- 
sants' cottages in the south of France and the 
north of Italy. The inhabitants of the south 
of Europe do not possess that indefatigable 
industry and hardy indifference to heat or cold, 
rain or snow, which prevent the Gwman and 
English labourer from being deterred by wea- 
ther in his out-of-doors vocations. But God, 
who has adapted the constitutions and habits 
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4 THE PHTNCESS. 

of all his children to their several dimates, hasi 
provided these lively but not very persevering 
people with an easy employment, producing that 
most useful article, silk. The care of these little 
animals has, moreover, this advantage, that it 
afiPords easy occupation to the old and infirm as 
well as to the very young. 

With a rapid but delicate touch, Cl^mence 
thoroughly cleaned the abodes of these tiny crea- 
tures. Then plucking from a neighbouring 
mulberry tree a good supply of leaves, she di- 
vided them into small pieces, and strewed them 
about the bottom of the frame. When all this 
was done the girl stood, rather pleased with her- 
self, in the middle of the room, and looked all 
round with sparkling eyes. Order and clean- 
liness reigned everywhere, and Clemence felt 
she had worked hard this morning to some pur- 
pose. 

The vine leaves, trembling gently with the 
breeze, threw their shadow on the white window- 
seat, while the lark*s shrill notes and twittering 
of the swallow formed a joyous chorus, accom- 
panied, as it were, by the gentle splashing of 
^ a tiny waterfall tumbling into its stony bed. 
Clemence was on the point of joining her voice 
to the concert, when a glance at the door open- 
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THE PBINCESS, 5 

ing into another room, seemed to remind her of 
some motive for silence, and she checked the 
rising* notes. In a minute or two this door 
opened, and a cheerftil-looking middle-aged 
woman entered, 

" What, Clemence," began she, " up already ! 
Why did you not wake me, my child ? you have 
let me sleep too long.'* 

" Oh, darling mother \ you were sleeping so 
comfortably, I could not find it in my heart to 
wake you. And then you were so late up last 
night, getting in the wood, while I was sitting 
quietly at home," 

" You have not been idle," said the mother, 
as she cast an approving glance round the room ; 
" it seems to be swept and dusted, and the silk- 
worms cleaned and fed. That is right, my child ; 
I like to see you so active." 

"Oh mother dear," said Clemence caress- 
ingly, "that makes me so happy. How well 
off I am ! I am strong and young, and I have 
thee and Francois and Louise to love. And we 
have the cottage, and the well, and dear old 
Brabant, to bring us the truffles, and, as Father 
Michel and Maitre Jean are always telling us, a 
kind Father in heaven, who gives us all these 
good things." 
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6 THE PBINCESS. 

" Quite right, child ; and if thy dear faUier 
were alive, we should then have nothing to wish 
for/' • 

" I am sure," continued the chatter-box, " I 
would not change with Mam'selle Ernestine^ 
although she has a father, and lives in a fine 
ch&teau, and has ever so much money to spend. 
She very often cries, and is sad because she is to 
go into a convent. I suppose, mother, a convent 
would not be a very pleasant place to live in all 
one's life P" 

" I cannot say for certain, myxlear, because I 
never was inside the walls of one in my life. I 
dare say there are many good people in them ; 
and I suppose they think that shutting them- 
selves up and kneeling on bare stones ever so 
many times in the day, and the night too, and 
walking about with their eyes on the ground, 
and telling their beads, and saying prayers to 
the Holy Virgin and the saints — I suppose they 
think that is the best way of serving God and 
of getting to heaven, where every one would like 
to go. But it isn't, to my fancy, the manner 
God meant us to worship him. When your 
poor father lay ill so long, Father Michel used 
to come and talk to him a deal, and I listened, 
and hope I shall never forget all the things he 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE PBINCSSS. 7 

told ns — how that there is none other name 
given under heaven whereby we may be saved 
bat the name of Christ ; and since that time, I 
have never said a prayer to the Virgin, though 
she was a blessed woman, nor to a saint. And 
then Maitre Jean, why, he has often showed me 
how we can please God better than by going 
into convents and by doing penances, and that 
is, by doing the duties he sets before us, and one 
of them is to do good to our neighbour, and that 
means everybody, and I don't see how I am to 
do good to anybody if I am mewed up in a 
convent. Not that they care to have poor folks 
like us ; they would ratber have those who take 
some money with them for the good of the 
church, as they say. Ah! poor Monsieur de 
St. Amand, he has his share of troubles. I dare 
say he would much rather his pretty Mademoiselle 
Ernestine stayed with him or married some nice 
young gentleman ; but they do say it is all her 
brother Monsieur Fr6d^ric's fault, and that he 
has persuaded his father, who never could say 
' no ' to him, ^ make Ms sister be a nun, that he 
may have all her share of the fortune, for he is 
terribly extravagant." 

Here a tap was heard at the door, and a quick 
decided voice, like that of one who knew himself 
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8 THE PRINCESS. 

sure of a welcome. Madame Le Brun was not 
slow to call out cheerfully, 

"Come in, Father Jean, come in;" and in 
walked an upright soldier-looking okl man, no 
priest, though he was known through the neigh- 
bourhood as "Father Jean," or sometimes 
" Maitre Jean." In one hand he held a sort of 
pike, now turned into a spud, and in the other, 
his constant companion, a clay pipe. 

" Good morrow, neighbour," said he, bowing 
with great politeness. " Hast thou a spark of 
fire anywhere this morning ? I sadly want to 
light my pipe, and my tinder-box is damp. Let 
me offer you a pinch of snuff," and he present- 
ed a box about the shape and size of a child's 
coffin. Widow Le Brun accepted the attention, 
and seemed much refreshed by a good long sniff. 
Then, nodding good-humouredly to her old 
friend, she said, 

" Sit thee down, I'll be back in a moment ;" 
and the good woman was soon heard bustling 
about in the little kitchen adjoining. Maitre 
Jean took the seat offered him, and leaning with 
his arms crossed against his pike, he kindly 
asked Clemence if she would not take a pinch 
too. 

" Thanks, dear Father Jean, but you know I 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE PRI^'C£SS. 9 

never rob you of a single pinch ; I can't bear 
snuff, it makes me sneeze, and sneeze till I think 
my head will tumble off." 

"A good sneeze, child, is the wholesomest 
thing in all the world ; it clears the brain, opens 
the lungs, gives a good appetite, and refreshes 
the mind as well as the body : it is worth all 
the tea and coffee in the world. How do you 
suppose an army could ever be kept together, or 
discipline kept up, without the pipe and the 
snuff-box ? Come, come, no nonsense ; take a 
pinch, or I shall be obliged to spit thee on my 
pike, as a boy does a cockchafer." Thus adjured, 
Clemence obeyed, took a tiny pinch, sniffed it 
up, and then sneezed heartily several times, to 
the great delight of the old man, who begaif to 
mock her. " * Hatchi — ^hatchi !* Now what a 
curious thing that sneezing is : what a difference 
in the tones. One person makes a grand explo- 
sion, and shakes the room nearly — * How-tchu.' 
Another minces and curls up her delicate nose, 
* Hap-tzi, hap-tzi,' and another goes on four-and- 
twenty times, and assures his friends he feels 
much the better for the convulsion, just as if it 
/lid not happen every day." 

Widow Le Brun's entry with a flaming pine 
torch brought the discourse on the art of sneez- 
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10 TH£ PBINC£8S. 

ing to a dose. While he was lighting his pipe, 
li^aitre Jean said, 

" Thanks, neighbour, thanks ; now on such a 
fine morning as this, with my pipe and my spud, 
and my bible in my pocket, I don't envy the 
king on his throne. Poor man, I believe the 
queen and her ladies do not like smoking, and 
80 he can't have his pipe. Ah 1 he should have 
been a soldier on duty .like Maitre Jean, have 
had nothing to eat but coarse commissariat bread, 
and have had to turn out on cold wet nights, and 
I'll warrant he would have learned to love his 
pipe. I've heard he used to ask the officers and 
men on guard, what pleasure they could find in 
' such a nasty thing ;' now I say just the same of 
truffles, that all the great people pay so dear for. 
Dost thou not think now, neighbour, that a good 
mushroom is far better than these famous truf- 
fles, that taste to me for all the wotld like the 
sole of an old shoe, or a stewed cork ?" 

" I should be very ungrateful to speak dis- 
respectfully of truffles," replied the widow ; " for 
they are the means of providing us with many 
comforts. But as to liking them, why, tastes 
differ, and it is lucky for us we do not care for 
them." 

'* Maitre Jean, Maitre Jean," here called out 
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Cl^mence, who was looking out of the window, 
*' only see! there axe the geese getting into Mon- 
sieur de St. Amand's field." 

" Oh, the poor silly things ; I must go and 
drive them away," said, the park-keeper, seizing 
his spud and rising quickly from his comfortable 
comer ; and as he went he continued to himself, 
*' The little the geese will pick up would not 
hurt my master much. His game, or, I ought 
to say. Monsieur Frederic's, makes pretty free 
with the poor people's fields, and none of them 
dare complain, though they are badly off, and 
sometimes well nigh starving. It does seem 
hard; but for shame, Maitre Jean, when you 
know that ' the Lord heareth the poor,' and that 
'in famine He shall redeem thee from death.' 
Ah ! poor souls, if they would but think more 
of those blessed promises, how it is said, ' When 
the poor and needy seek water, and there is none, 
and their tongue faileth for thirst, / the Lord 
wUl hear them, I the God of Israel wiU not for- 
sake them.' Perhaps some day they will believe 
this, but I fear they will be sorely tried first. I 
wonder why you have been so favoured, Jean 
Broussel, as to be taught these blessed truths ; 
and how can you ever be so stupid as to despair 
of any one, when such a good-for-nothing as 
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12 THE PRINCESS. 

you have been fed, and cared for, and brought 
into the light ? ugh ! I am ashamed of you." 

And here we must pause to give some account 
of Jean Broussel, or Maitre Jean, as most of the 
inhabitants of Mirandel and its neighbourhood 
called him. As our readers may have gathered, 
he was not a Romanist, though bom of Roman 
Catholic parents. During his early youth he 
was a despiser, not only of those who professed 
the reformed doctrines, but even of those of his 
own faith, who endeavoured to act up to any 
holy or self-denying rule, or who refused to join 
him in his wild career. After giving his parents, 
who were good and pious people, much uneasi- 
ness by his folly and recklessness, Jean, in defi- 
ance of their wishes and entreaties, chose to enter 
the army, and was soon called on to engage in 
the distant scenes of warfare in which his country 
was then involved. As may be supposed, the 
friends he made in the army were thoughtless 
youths of his own stamp, too many of them even 
vicious, though it must be said for Broussel that 
he never attached himself long to the latter, his 
errors being more those of imgovemable spirits 
and youthful indiscretion than of an evil or de- 
praved disposition. 

At the time of which we are writing, France 
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THE PBINCESS. 13 

was perhaps at its very lowest ebb both in 
morals and religion. The Eoman Catholic priest- 
hood was, on the whole, faithless both in prac- 
tice and principle. Some exceptions, of course, 
there were, but too many were secretly infidels, 
and their flocks were sunk in the lowest abyss 
of ignorance and superstition. Those who had 
embraced the reformed doctrines, and had been 
brought to know better things, were, after a 
long and cruel persecution, left in peace — or 
rather neglect. But even the Huguenots, or 
Protestants, were as a body in no good way 
then. Their sufferings had, it is to be feared, 
produced in many, a bitter and discontented feel- 
ing. The exiles wrote attacks on the king and 
Eoman Catholicism, which did not serve the 
true faith. The whole spiritual atmosphere in 
France seemed weighed down by clouds of in- 
difference to all good things — the precursor of 
the dreadful storm so soon to burst over that 
unhappy land, bringing in its train ruin and 
desolation alike to the throne and the cottage, 
to the unbelieving priest and to the faithful 
worshipper of a crucified Saviour. Soon after 
joining his regiment, in which he became a 
favourite, from his gay disposition and kind 
heart, Broussel found himself called on to go 
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14 THE PRINCESS. 

frequently into action. On the first OQcasion, 
as he was marching, with a bold and careless 
air, to what might prove his last hour, the 
thoughts of his parents and the home he neyer 
might see again, rushed into his mind, and with 
them came the remembrance of his disobedience 
and of his Godless career. " What if I should 
be killed in battle P God must be angry with 
me; what shall I do?" And the poor fellow 
tried to recall the words of a long forgotten 
prayer. But the noise and excitement of the 
battlefield soon occupied all his attention, and 
as he escaped unhurt in this and in several sub- 
tsequent engagements, his momentarily awakened 
feelings wore off, and he discarded aU serious 
thoughts, and learned to consider his preserva- 
tion in the midst of danger as a piece of good 
lucky and would even lay bets as to his " turn 
coming next," with gay unconcern. This, how- 
ever, was not to last. ," God, who loved us 
even when we were yet sinners," had purposes 
of mercy towards this poor lad, and through 
much danger and suffering made him a soldier 
of Christ. Broussel's regiment was now ordered 
to America, where the French and English were 
at war. And there, in a night skirmish, he 
received a severe wound in Ids right arm, and 
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THE PBIKCESS. 15 

another on the back of hia head, which laid him 
eenseless on the ground. How long he remained 
there, he knew not, and when he recovered his 
consciousness he found himself not only danger- 
ously wounded, but a prisoner. From that 
moment, Broussel was . accustomed to say his 
happiness began. Tn those days the wants of 
our brave soldiers, either temporal or eternal, 
cUd not receive much attention. It was, as I 
liave said, an age of indifiPerence in all spiritual 
matters, among Protestants as well as Soman 
Catholics. But in the worst of times there 
is always a remnant ; God never leaves himself 
without a witness amongst us. It was Broussel's 
good fortune to fall into the hands of an English 
officer, who had long devoted himself to the 
service of his Master, aad whose love for all 
for whom lus Saviour died, was as remarkable 
as his bravery and decision on the field of battle. 
This office spent much time in relieving the 
wants of the prisoners, and the youth and suffer- 
ings of Broussel attracted his notice, and touched 
his heart with pity. ' Colonel Gardiner devoted 
himself much to the poor lad, whose state of 
mind was far more sad in his eyes than even 
that of his sorely wounded body. Had he 
followed the plan of many well-meaning persons. 
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16 THE FRi:XC£5S. 

and at once attacked the differences betweea 
Eomanism and Protestantism, it is but too pro* 
bable that Broussel's prejudices would have been 
roused, and he would have hardened his heart 
against any religious instruction from one not of 
his own faith, and thus a golden opportunity of 
winning a soul to Christ might hare been lost. 
This was not Colonel Gardiner's plan. Uniting, 
as he was conmianded, the wisdom of the ser-^ 
pent with the gentleness of the dove, he first 
won the sick and despairing youth's confidence 
by his tenderness, and then by degrees awakening 
all his better nature, he brought him to see his 
sins in the light of the Gospel, and to take hold 
of the great remedy offered to him *and to all. 
Thus he had the happiness of seeing his patient 
a Christian before he ever thought of making 
him a Protestant in form. But, as may be 
imagined, he did become one ; the errors and 
superstitions of Eome were hateful to him now, 
and his religious sentiments partaking of his 
naturally zealous, ardent character, he was deeply 
anxious to make known the truths he had learned 
to all those he loved. His great anxiety to be 
released from captivity was, that he might ac- 
knowledge his faults to his parents, and obtain 
their forgiveness, and then to make known to 
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THE PBIKCESS. 17 

them the great things that conoemed their sal- 
Tation. After some time, an exchange of 
prisoners took place, and Broussel was restored 
to his country ; but he was not permitted to see 
kis father and mother, both havipg died in his 
absence, and he felt deeply what he considered 
as a punishment for the sins of his youth. 
Again he joined his regiment, and in other 
scenes fought bravely for his country in many a 
battle ; but he never forgot that he was a Chris- 
tian soldier, and owed allegiance to a heavenly 
as well as to an earthly king. Love^ love to 
God and man, was the great feature of his creed. 
His acts of kindness and self-denial were num- 
berless, and the " heretic," or, as some called 
him, " the Huguenot," was always to be found 
where there was trouble and anguish of mind or 
body. Many a dying officer, as well as soldier, 
owed to this faithful and humble man all they 
knew of Christ here, and all their hopes of 
pardon hereafter. Broussel was often wounded 
in the many battles in which he was engaged, 
and at the age of sixty obtained his discharge 
and a very small pension, which, in that time of 
great scarcity, would not have provided him 
with much more than a miserable subsistence. 
He returned to his native village of Mirandel, 

c 
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18 THE FBIKCESS. 

where a young and delicate niece was his only 
remaining relative, and being active and still able 
to work, he obtained the place of park-keeper • 
and wood-ranger to the Comte de St. Amand. 
His nieee, of whom we shall have more to say, 
would not accept her uncle's generous oflFer to 
maintain her ; she insisted upon earning her own 
livelihood, and accordingly took service with a 
neighbouring farmer, as his goatherd. This 
poor girl, though at the opening of our story 
eighteen years of age, was barely as tall as 
Cl^mence, who was thirteen. She was nick- 
named, by the thoughtless children of the vil- 
lage, "Princess," partly in derision of her 
stunted growth and crooked form, and partly 
on account of the somewhat dignified gentleness 
of her manners. She was, in truth, possessed 
of a soul far superior to its " tenement of clay," 
and the name, though given in unkind mockery, 
was often used by those who loved her. We will 
now return to our friends in the cottage, whom we 
left gazing after Maitre Jean, as he proceeded to 
chase the long -necked poachers from his master's 
field. Widow Le Brun and Cl^mence, together 
with Francois, a boy of eight, and Louise, a 
little toddling thing, were busily engaged over 
their morning meal — dry coarse bread, flavoured 
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THE PBINCESS. 19 

with salt, and washed down by water from the 
tjlear sparkling spring — whenFran9ois exclaimed, 
"Oh! see, mother dear, there are the goats: 
Princess is sure to be near too." In a few 
minutes the young goatherd opened the garden 
wicket, and Cl^mence sprang out to meet her. 

" Princess, dear Princess, thy uncle has only 
just left us. Those animals will lead him a real 
wild-goose chase this hot day ; and thou, too 1 
thou wilt have a sun-stroke at least, without 
thy hat ; shall I lend thee mine ?" 

"Ah! my poor hat," said the girl, with 
Irather a sad smile, "my master's son, Alfred, 
took it off my head last night and stuck it on a 
pole for a scarecrow, to frighten the birds from 
the fruit trees. But I know how to make 
another, and it shall be so pretty thou wilt be 
wanting to borrow it." 

"Poor, darling Princess ! What a nasty boy 
that Alfred is ; thou wilt be burnt black." 

" Oh ! my skin is sun-proof already ; it must 
be like leather ; and you know I am altogether 
-a real scarecrow, and sometimes my master 
threatens to tie me up on a cherry tree." 

" Oh, Princess, don't talk so ; thou fanciest 
thyself much worse than thou art. At any rate, 
we all love thee better than any girl in Mirandel; 
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20 TflE PRINCESS. 

and thou art better and cleverer than any of 
them." 

"Hush, hush, chatter-box, thou wilt make 
me blush ; and besides, I must mind my poor 
goats, so good-bye, dear." 

" Where art thou going to-day ? " asked 
Francois ; " we wiU go and pay thee a visit, and 
then thou wilt tell us one of tliy stories." 

"To-day, my child, I must go to the rocks 
near the great weeping oak; ■' and nodding kindly 
to her young friends, and cracking her long whip, 
she hastened after her four-footed subjects. 

The spot named as her destination was. most 
lovely, and well suited for a sultry June day. In 
the midst of a smooth, green, mossy sward, some , 
large grey rocks raised their venerable craggy 
forms, here and there covered by ferns and 
lichens, and in a nook between two of them 
there sparkled a piece of clear water like a little 
bay. Close by stood the famous weeping oak 
and other graceful trees, and at a little distance 
a road, occasionally frequented by travellers and 
sight-seers, skirted the forest, and imparted an 
air of life to the quiet scene. This picturesque 
place was a favourite resort with the young girl, 
and she usually felt happier in this peaceful spot 
than anywhere else ; but on this particular day 
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slie felt depressed, she scarce knew why. Slie 
sat down on a stone at the edge of the water, 
and gazed intently into it, though without any 
especial purpose. Suddenly catching sight, in the 
blue clear mirror, of the reflection of her own 
figure, she drew quickly back with a look of dis- 
gust. A sigh escaped her, and her large dark 
eyes fiUed with tears. But she has quickly 
roused herself, and with a murmured prayer for 
pardon for the rebellious feeling she arose, drove > 
her goats ftirther on, and took up her position 
under the friendly shade of the spreading oaks. 
There, while the herd was browsing, her slim 
dexterous lingers were busily employed in plait* 
ing the tall graceful blades of grass she had 
collected, and of which she soon made herself a 
rude substitute for the straw hat of which she had 
been so roughly deprived, and which she orna- 
mented with some wild flowers, with a taste a 
Paris milliner might have envied. " There, that 
is something better than my poor old scare- 
crow hat;" and Princess put it on her smooth 
black hair with a feeling of relief: in fact, the 
scorching heat made it very necessary to her. 
She sat for some minutes silent and thoughtful, 
but her lips moved and her countenance was no 
longer sad. Suddenly, on stretching out her 
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hand for her long whip, which lay besideTier, 
she shrunk back as she touched some cold and 
slimy creature, and exclaimed " Ugh, the nasty 
thing! what a horrible toad! such eyes, and 
then its enormous mouth, and that brown back. 
Oh ! get away ; " and she looked about for a 
pebble to throw at the ungmnly toad. She 
found' one embedded in the soft sward, but 
when she picked it up she discovered under it a 
.couple of large earth-worms, who had mado 
themselves a cool and moist retreat from the 
heat above ground. "Birr," again called out 
Princess, shuddering as she let fall the stone, 
" more nasty things ; I think they are in league 
to annoy me to-day. I shall have earwigs next, 
I suppose. I never could bear any of those 
creeping creatures and insects. Well, I must 
get out of their way, for they will certainly not 
move out of mine." She then took up another 
position, but without improving her affairs, for 
she now seated herself, innocently, close to an 
ant's nest, and her bare feet soon felt the effects 
of the little colony's anger at the intrusion, in 
the shape of tiny little pricks. " You cross little 
animals," said the persecuted goatherd, "what 
harm can I do you sitting here ? Why will you 
not leave me in peace ? " In her annoyance at 
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tbe onslaught, Princess proceeded to scatter 
the swarm with the handle of her whip, a mea- 
sure which excited great confusion and dismay 
amon^ those curious little animals, who rushed 
about to secure the safety of their eggs, just as a 
tender father or mother among ourselves would 
fly to the rescue of their darlings. Princess 
became so interested in watching the proceed* 
ings of her little enemies, that she forgot her 
quarrel with them. The largest ants seized the 
eggs and clambered over hill and dale — ^for such 
to them were the little inequalities of the ground. 
If the weight was too great for one ant, another 
flew to help his friend. This point achieved, the 
swarm ranged itself in order of battle, and the 
black mass moved to the attack of their cruel 
foe. There was no glory to be gained by stand- 
ing her ground against a multitude, however in- 
significant, so the discomfited goatherd turned 
her back and walked away towards her goats, 
which had wandered near the road. " What a 
shame," thought she, "that I, Marie Grandier, 
a reasonable being, praised to-day by my friends 
as the most sensible girl in Mirandel, should 
have allowed niyself to be annoyed and finally 
routed by a toad, two earth-worms, and a few 
ants that one can hardly see without a micro- 
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scope." When she had retreated a few yards, 
Marie, or Princess, turned to see if she were still 
pursued j but the wise little people were satisfied 
with her retreat, and had returned to their own 
pursuits, which she watched for a few minutes with 
great interest. While thus employed her goats, 
which were now on the further side of the road, 
suddenly herded together as in great alarm, and 
the sound of horses' hoofs soon showed the cause 
of their fright. Marie looked hastily round, and 
she saw the young Comte Pf^deric de St. Amand 
and his servant galloping at fiiU speed. In a 
minute they tore past, and a young goat, whidi 
had not hurried itself to get out of the way, 
receiYcd a severe kick from one of the horses. 
Marie screamed loudly, for she thought the poor 
little-thing was killed, and her cries reaching the 
ears of the riders, they wheeled their Worses 
sharply round and rapidly approached her. But 
it was with no purpose of kindness, or of regret 
for the accident, for, shaking his whip at her. 
Monsieur Pr^d^ric asked with an oath how she 
dared yell in such a diabolical manner, and the 
servant, not to be behind his lord in politeness, 
held his fist in her face, called her ''hump- 
backed witch and toad," and then both resumed 
their furious course, loudly laughing at hei. 
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terror. For a minute or two Marie stood still 
rather bewildered; then she sighed and said, 
** God forgive them," and then she set about 
wondering if there were many such unkind peo- 
ple in the world. But, recollecting one of her 
charge had been kicked, she was proceeding 
quickly to attend to it, when, at a few yards 
distance, she saw a small portmanteau on the 
ground. On picking it up, she found it was 
very heavy, and had evidently been dropped 
from the saddle to which it had been strapped, 
as one of the straps was also lying by it. For a 
moment Marie almost rejoiced at the accident ; 
but better feelings soon dispelled the momentary 
weakness, and she began to call at the full pitch 
of her dear voice, running at the same time 
and waving her handkerchief to beckon them to 
letum. But the horsemen, though they heard 
her cries and saw her gestures, only shook their 
whips as they turned back to look at her, &nd, 
putting spurs to their horses, hurried on still 
faster. The wicked often run into their own 
destruction. Finding her efforts vain, Marie 
turned, picked up the small but weighty knap- 
sack, and gave all her attention to the little 
kid, which was much hurt and bleeding. The 
creature was unable to stand, and Marie, after 
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staunching its wounds, bathing them, and bind* 
ing them up with her handkerchief, taken from 
off her own shoulders, carried it to a mossy 
place, where she covered it with fern. The 
wounded kid looked in her face and bleated 
its feeble thanks, while it attempted to lick her 
hand. When the invalid was fully attended to, 
Marie began to think about the knapsack* 
*' Certainly I must not open it : that would be 
dishonourable; it is wonderfully heavy; what 
can it contain P " The impulse of curiosity was, 
however, mastered as other and stronger feelings 
had been, and Marie again fell into a reverie. 
" The other day," thought she, " Lucile Guerin 
met M. Frederic, and he threw her a five franc 
piece, and called her ' dear child,' and * sweet 
angel/ I am only ' odious witch,' because I am 
deformed ; for all he knows, I am as good as 
Lucile. Is it my fault that I am crooked and 
short? Is it not unfortunate enough to be so, 
without the addition of unkindness and ridicule ? 
But, stop a minute, Princess : it seems to me 
that just now thou wert willing enough to kill 
the toad because it was ugly, and yet the toad, 
like thee, had no choice about its looks. Yes, I 
see it all ; I cannot endure to be despised on 
account of my misshapen figure, and yet I was 
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on the point of killing a poor hannless creature 
because it disgusted me. How much better off, 
now, I am than poor animals, who must bear 
whatever the cruelty of man chooses to inflict, 
without redress. Ah ! my God, I thank thee 
that thou hast created me a reasonable being, 
and endued me with a living soul. May I never 
abuse Thy gifts by unkindness to any of the 
works of Thy hands. To love Thee from the 
heart is to do deeds of love to all thy creatures.*' 
After this self-communing, Marie's countenance 
brightened, and she sat at the foot of a shady 
tree, observing the ways of some of the worms 
she had shrunk &om touching an hour before, 
when she was aroused by a hand being placed 
on her shoulder, and a deep-toned voice saying 
kindly, "What art thou studying so, my child?** 
Marie rose, and curtseying, respectfully said, 
" Only two earth-worms, Father Michel, and I 
could not help thanking God that I was not like 
them. I know — " and she stopped and blushed. 
" Go on, child ; thou knowest what ? " 
" I know that I am plain and crooked, and 
almost useless except to tend goats ; but still I 
can think, and I have a living soul, and — " 

" And hopes of a blessed eternity, where all 
tears will be wiped away ; is it not so Marie ? 
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Ah ! if we were all more sensible of our value in 
the eyes of God — for every soul for which a 
Saviour bled must be precious in His sight — 
there would be less repining at our several lots 
in life, and we should never hear, as I have done, 
a human being with an immortal soul envy a 
lady's lap-dog because it fared daintily every 
day. Yes, truly, gratitude we all owe to our 
Maker for his hourly gifts to the very meanest 
and poorest among us ; but how great a debt 
does the Christian owe, for the gift of His dear 
Son I Now, if the Comte de St. Amand invited 
thee to his chd.teau to a great feast, thon wouldst 
deem it an honour to be admitted and to taste 
the delicate fare. But the Christian is invited 
not only to a frequent feast at the table of hia 
Lord, but to a never-ending happiness in heaven. 
If our days here are spent in toil and suffering, 
we know thay will not last for ever. Only let 
us take up our cross, be it what it may, great or 
smaU, crushing sorrow or daily petty cares and 
trials, and endure bravely though meekly ; and 
one day we shall hear the blessed words, * Come, 
ye blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom 
prepared for you from the foundation of the 
world.* Oh, happy, happy sound ! God grant, 
my poor child, that we may both find mercy at 
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that awful day." Father Michel paused; his 
pale and careworn face seemed lighted up as by 
a sunbeam, while his eager gaze seemed as 
though it would fain penetrate to the heaven he 
80 devoutly longed for. 

Perhaps some may think this strange language 
from a Eoman Catholic priest, and more suited 
to a good Protestant like Jean Broussel. But 
let us beware of the error of imagining that true 
saving faith is never to be found among members 
of that commimion ; let us deplore their errors, 
and pray for their enlightenment to know the 
truth as it is in Christ Jesus, but let us never 
indulge in sweeping condemnations. There are 
in this world many Frotestant% and many 
Komanists, but if charity be a test of Christi- 
anity, are there many good Christiana ? How- 
ever, Father Michel certainly was not a good 
Jtomaniaty and he altogether deserves a few 
words to himself. As has been before said, 
spiritual indifference, and even infidelity, pre- 
vailed to a frightful extent in France, at the 
time of which we are speaking. These sins, 
together with a long course of misgovemment 
and oppression, of extravagance and wickedness 
among the nobles, and of grinding misery and 
even starvation among the peasants, at length 
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produced that fearful revolution wbich threatened 
the destruction of all things sacred and social, 
not in Prance alone, but throughout Europe, 
and the effects of which have scarcely yet sub- 
sided, even after the lapse of years. At the 
period at which our stoiy begins, the awful strife 
had not broken out into open flames, but they" 
were only smouldering, and low murmurs of 
sullen discontent might often be heard, though 
as yet they had scarcely reached the little retired 
nook in which Mirandel was situated. Owing 
to the kindness of the Count, and the fertility 
of the soil, the inhabitants had not suffered so 
grievously from want as in other parts of France. 
Of those unfaithful shepherds who so greatly 
contributed to the sin of that Godless age, 
Father Michel had never been one. A zealous 
Romanist in his youth, he entered the priesthood 
with high-flown ideas of his vocation, and of 
the refuge he must of necessity find in it from 
temptation and sin. But alas ! the vision of 
holiness and purity was soon dispelled. His . 
first cure of souls was in Paris itself. Sin, open 
or concealed, unbelief, either veiled under the 
name of liberal sentiments or shamelessly avowed, 
terrified and disgusted him. He resigned his 
curacy, and through the interest of a Bishop, 
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his near relative, obtained one in the south of 
France, hoping to find in the country the peace 
of mind he vainly sought for. Alas 1 he had to 
learn that sin is of no place, that it lies deep in 
the heart of all, that no forms or fastenings will 
expel the enemy. In the country he found more 
ignorance and superstition certainly, but not more 
religion. He could not be indifferent: it was 
contrary to his ardent nature ; he felt sin in him- 
self, and saw it in all around him, and he found 
his prayers, and vigils, and self-imposed pen- 
ances of no avail in conquering it, or in bringing 
peace to his soul. Agitation of mind and over 
study brought on a severe illness. Through 
this fever, wliich attacked his brain, he was 
attended by Jean Broussel, then returned from 
his captivity, and suffering himself from the 
sorrow of finding his father and mother had 
not been spared to welcome their repentant son. 
He had acquired some skill in nursing the sick, 
having been often in request during his cam- 
paign, and he devoted himself to the poor priest, 
in a way that won him his affection and grati- 
tude. Father Michel's life was spared, and he 
and the poor soldier became devoted friends. 
The bond of their friendship was deeper than 
mere gratitude forBroussers unwearied devotion 
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to the curb's feeble, ailing body. By means of 
this unlearned man, and of his simple but 
strong faith in the Saviour of sinners, it pleased' 
God to reveal himself to the perplexed and 
anxious mind of Father Michel. His darkness 
vanished before the clear light of day, and he 
wondered at his former blindness. He now 
saw his mistakes ; how he had been seeking in 
forms and austerities, and in a blameless life, 
for that peace which can only be found by faith 
in Christ. He was now a believer in the power 
of his Saviour to save him, not only from 
punishment, but from sin, and was able to 
receive the promise, that " whosoever believeth 
in Him should not perish, but have everlasting 
life." 

On his recovery. Father Michel resolved to 
confide to his relation the Bishop, who was a 
man of great powers of mind, his former doubts, 
his new feelings, and his difficulties with regard 
to his retaining his cure of souls. To say that 
he was a Protestant, in the formal sense at that 
time, would be going too far. He had, as every 
man of feeling musi; have, a strong repugnance 
to abandoning the church in which he had been 
brought up, and learned early lessons of piety 
and love to God and man from his mother, who 
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kad been a woman of true heartfelt religion. 
But he was far too honest, and too anxious for 
the souls committed to him, to preach any 
doctrine but that of the cross. The Bishop, 
who was possessed not only of great genius, but 
of a remarkable gift of influence over others, 
was at this time in great favour with the good 
but rather weak-minded king. He was superior 
to most of Ms brethren in those evil days, in- 
asmuch as he set the example of a virtuous life, 
and had a certain notion of what a religious 
man should be. To this man did the priest 
reveal his iomost soul. This Bishop had a great 
regard for him ; and though he heard his con- 
fession with some surprise, and regret that such 
opinions would prevent his advancement in the 
church, he rather envied him the fervour and 
sincerity of his views. He was sufficiently 
aware of the existing state of irreligion among 
the clergy, and of the little love borne to either 
diurch or king by their flocks, not to perceive 
the value of a man whose ardent piety and holy 
life inspired respect and attachment. Besides, 
it was not just then the poUcy of the Church 
of Bome to manifest her persecuting character. 
Accordingly, seeing' that his young friend's con- 
^ victions were far too deep to be shaken by any 
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specious arguments, tlie Bishop contented him- 
self with persuading him that he would do much 
hann to the cause of true religion and order by 
throwing up his curacy at such a juncture, and 
that it was his duty to his king and country to 
avoid open scandal. He bade him return to 
Mirandel, and assured him that if he did not 
attract observation, he would take care that he 
was not interfered with in his doctrinal teach* 
ng. The young and ardent man would have 
been better pleased with the honours of persecu-^ 
tion, but he was not sufficiently emancipated 
from the trammels in which he had been reared^ 
to shake off his obediencd to one whom he 
loved and admired. His mother also added her 
influence to the Bishop's. He also could not 
help feeling that there was some force in the 
Bishop's arguments, and, fearful of injuring the 
very souls for whose eternal welfare he was 
so anxious, he obeyed his superior and re- 
turned to his flock — determined, however, to 
preach nothing to them but Christ the Saviour 
of the world. He remained undisturbed for 
many years, for the Comte de St. Amand, the 
only person likely to have objected, was then 
generally absent, and thus the population of 
Mirandel, who were most affectionately attached 
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to their cur^, became very indifferent Eomanists, 
but, we may hope, not the less good Christians, 
On Broussel's final return to his native village 
he found matters in this state, Father Michel 
teaching and preaching that there was only one 
name given under heaven whereby men might be 
saved, and yet not having openly seceded from 
the Church of Eome. Some of my readers 
may perhaps condemn him for this course. 
Maitre Jean did not. His was a charitable as 
well as a wise spirit. He saw it was from no 
time-serving cowardly motive, that the cur^ still 
conformed in points of form to the church in 
which he had been baptized, and over whose 
errors he mourned. He saw that his life was 
holy, that his faith was placed on the only sure 
foimdation, and that it was chiefly owing to the 
policy or negligence of his superiors that he had 
been left so long unmolested. The cur^ and the 
old soldier were frequent companions, and they 
might often be seen in the summer evenings 
sitting together under a tree in the curb's little 
garden, the refined and learned man listening to 
his humble friend as he told of his dangers and 
escapes in the field, and dwelling on God*s 
mercy in sparing him to repentance, and both 
gathering strength from the sacred volume for 
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their future trials. After this digression, out 
readers will understand that our poor Princess 
was much attached to Father Michel. She 
owed to him all she knew, for he had devoted 
himself in the long winter evenings to teaching 
her reading and writing, and cultivating her na- 
turally quick and refined mind. "What hast 
thou there, my child ?" asked the cur^, as he 
looked at the knapsack, which was stuffed nearly 
to bursting. The story was soon told, and 
Princess added, that as soon as the goats were 
taken home, she meant to carry the heavy thing 
up to the chlLteau. " What is right to be done 
at all should be done directly. Only suppose, 
Marie, if some thief were to come and take the 
knapsack by force from thee! Go, child, at 
once to the ch&teau, and I will stay and watch 
thy goats, and nurse this poor little wounded kid, 
as tenderly as thou couldst do." 

" What, sir ! turn yourself into a goatherd." 
" My Master stooped lower than that, Marie, 
and it is far easier to tend a few goats, than to 
be a shepherd of souls ; besides, I shall be doubly 
occupied, for I came here to look for a little 
plant which grows hereabouts ; so go, child, and 
do not hurry thyself this hot day." The cur6 
assumed his wand of office, the goatherd's long 
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whip, and then began his search for the plant he 
wanted. He had been thus employed much 
more than an hour when he heard the noise 
of hoofs dose to him, and, looking up, saw 
M. Er^d^ric's servant rapidly approaching. The 
man pulled up suddenly, and seemed not a little 
surprised at finding the cur^ installed as goat- 
herd. However, he accosted him civilly, and 
inquired if Father Michel had seen Princess, 
the humpbacked girl, lately, and knew where 
she was gone to. 

" Ah," replied the cur^, " I guess what has 
brought thee back. Thou hast discovered thy 
loss." 

" Qh, you know, sir— -where is it ? — T am in 
great haste." 

" Be not uneasy ; it is in safe hands. Marie, 
whom you call * Princess,' and your master calls 
* Wit9h' and * Toad,' she found it, and called to 
you to come and fetch it ; but you only mocked 
at her. She has returned good for evil, and has 
carried it, heavy as it was, up to the chd,teau." 

Instead of deriving the pleasure the cur^ 
expected he would, from this piece of intelli- 
gence, the man's coimtenance feU ; he forgot his 
assumed civility, and, with a loud oath, put 
spurs to his horse and galloped off in the direc- 
tion of the castle. The good cur^ looked sadly 
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after him. " I fear me thou went on no good 
errand, nor thy young master. Poor Monsieur 
de St. Amand, of what use are thy riches and 
titles, to be inherited by such a son !" He then 
resumed his examination of the plants he had 
collected, and another hour passed, when Princess 
approached with steps more slow and faltering 
than when she set out heavily laden. Without 
taking his eyes off his microscope. Father 
Michel said — 

" Back already, my child ! well, I am sure 
thou must feel much happier, now thou hast 
got rid of that heavy knapsack. Were they 
not thankful to thee at the chateau? M. 
Fr^d^ric*s man must have met thee ; he seemed 
in much trouble about it." 

**Yes, sir, I did indeed meet him, and he 
gave me marks of his gratitude I cannot fail to 
remember." 

There was something in Marie's tone which 
made the cur^ look up, when he perceived that 
she was in tears, which soon burst into convul- 
sive sobs. 

"How now, my child? what ails thee? that 
man has surely not dared to insult thee again ; 
thou art not wont to feel anger; tell me," and 
he drew her towards him, and with gentle kind- 
ness tried to pacify her now uncontrollable 
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emotion. At length she was able to explain 
herself. As she approached the ch&teau, toiling 
up the steep ascent with her heavy load, she 
was met and accosted by the Comte de St. 
Amand, who kindly asked her where she was 
bound to with such a burden, and on hearing 
her story he desired her to give him the knap- 
sack. The old gentleman, on taking it from 
her, expressed surprise at its great weight, and 
ordered her to follow him to a stone seat near 
the chateau, intending doubtless to reward Marie 
for her trouble. He proceeded to examine the 
bag, and in so doing a parcel, carefidly tied up, 
fell out. This he hastily opened, and discovered 
that it contained some valuable pieces of plate, as 
well as some old family jewels. Monsieur de St. 
Amand sat for a few moments perfectly aghast ; 
then, with a look of despair, he hastily collected 
the scattered articles, and in the greatest agita- 
tion carried the knapsack ^ the chateau, and 
disappeared without seeming conscious of Marie's 
presence. After waiting ten minutes, in ex- 
pectation of seeing . the Count again, Marie 
turned her back on the chateau, saying to her- 
self, " I did think he would have thanked me 
at least. I have always heard great folks were 
ungratefdl -, but perhaps something troubled the 
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poor gentleman ; he did seem sorely vexed/' 
She was, however, destined to reap some fruits 
from her honesty, though not precisely those she 
expected. She had not proceeded far on ber 
way back, when she saw her former persecutor. 
Monsieur Fr^^ric's groom, approaching at a 
furious rate. He halted in front of hier, and 
demanded what she had done with the knapsack. 
She told him she had given it up to Monsieur 
de St. Amand himself, and that it was quite 
safe. The man's countenance became almost 
livid with rage ; and this time, not content with 
shaking his horse-whip at her, he beat her with 
it in the most merciless manner, wheeling his 
horse round and round her, so that she could 
not escape ; terrified and bleeding, the poor girl 
fell on her face, where the monster would have 
continued to attack her, but that he saw some one 
approaching in the opposite direction, and made 
off, uttering the most dreadful oaths. Marie 
rose from the ground, and with aU the speed 
her trembling limbs would allow, dragged her- 
self along, till she reached the tree where she 
had left Father Michel. She sank down ex* 
hausted, when she had told her tale. As for 
the priest, his calm and benevolent face was for 
an instant almost fierce with anger ; but as he 
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perceived the bleeding wounds and fainting state 
of the poor girl, it soon vanished before his 
feelings of pity for her, and sorrow for the 
miserable creature who could thus ill treat a 
woman already feeble and afflicted. Father. 
Michel endeavoured to staunch the blood, which 
was flowing fast, and bathed and bound up the 
chief wound on her shoulder. 

" This is all a mystery. Time will solve it ; 
but I fear me there is some great wickedness at 
the bottom. But thou, Marie, shouldst rejoice, 
for thou hast been permitted to suffer for righte-> 
ousness' sake, * and thy Father, which seeth in 
secret, will reward thee openly.' We do not see 
the meaning of all this now, why the good and 
honest are to suffer, and crime to walk about 
the world unpunished ; but we shall know 
hereafter. The heavenly crown is worth suffer- 
ing to obtain. But come to my house this 
evening, and I wiU give thee some salve for thy 
wounds. Batter to have such wounds as thine, 
than an evil conscience like those wretches, or 
than a father's broken heart." 

The priest was now obliged to leave Marie ; 
but he had the pleasure of seeing her revived 
both in mind and body, and she turned cheer- 
fully to see how the little goat had fiEu^d in her 
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absence. " We have both been sufferers to-day," 
said she, addressing her little charge, "thou 
through the master, and I through the servant. 
Now, had I killed that toad I should most cer* 
tainly have thought myself rightly punished. 
How thankful I am to have been saved from so 
cruel an action. To be sure, my back bums and 
smarts and my arms ache; but what are my 
torments to those borne on the cross for me by 
my Saviour I" 

Father Michel did not wait till evening, but 
sent Marie some salve and linen for her wounds 
at once, as well as some food in a little basket, by 
his only servant, a respectable elderly woman, 
who, being devoted to her master, was too glad 
to show kindness to his pupil and prot^g^e. The 
good woman, moreover, did not dislike a chat, 
and Marie's a4venture, and the shocking be- 
haviour of the young Count and his " odious 
servant," promised her food for conversation 
and wonder for some time to come. The taste 
of meat was quite a treat to Marie, and helped 
to restore her strength. The same day Madame 
Le Brun had prepared a little feast for her chil- 
dren. A simple one, certainly, for it consisted 
chiefly of mushrooms, which were dressed with 
as much variety as their poor means would 
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allow. There is a good old custom, but too 
often neglected at the tables of the rich and gay, 
but sfill generally practised by the middle and 
lower orders — I mean that of giving thanks for 
daily food to the Giver of all our blessings. 
This practice was omitted at the chateau of the 
Comte de St. Amand, but never at the humble 
table in the cottage of his poor tenant. And 
on that day, in particular, what a contrast was 
there between the meal of the Count and the 
peasant ! In the chateau the poor old nobleman 
sat with knitted brows, indignant and heart- 
broken at the worthlessness of his only son, 
into whose mind no early lessons of piety to 
God, or of duty to his fellow man, had ever 
been taught by his now conscience-stricken 
father. Opposite him was his young daughter, 
as good as she was lovely, but on whose expres- 
sive face might be seen signs of tears and sorrow ; 
for was she not to be sacrificed to the family 
pride, condemned to spend her days in a convent, 
in order to secure the whole fortune to her 
brother, and thus to keep up the honour of the 
family 1 There the sumptuous repast was well- 
nigh untasted. At the cottage a merry group 
of healthy happy faces met round the little deal 
table, which was placed, as an additional treat, in 
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the garden, under the walnut-tree. The fare 
consisted of bread and the much-prized mush- 
rooms, with a pitcher of delicious water, fresh 
and cold from the spring. They chatted gaily, 
and began their meal with an appetite that did 
not seem to promise many fragments for Brabant. 
Cl^mence, however, suddenly laid down a mush- 
room, that was on its way to her mouth, and said : 

''Ah! how selfish I am! Mother, dear, if 
thou wilt allow me, I will take some of my 
dinner to poor dear Princess. I know she never 
has any at the farm, and she gets home so late 
and tired, she scarcely eats anything in the 
evening, she is so delicate ; how I wish she were 
as strong and hungry as we all are." 

** Here," said Louise, " she shall have some of 
mine too." 

'* I must not be less generous than my chil* 
dren," said the pleased mother, adding some of 
her share. Francois grew very red. The little 
fellow liked mushrooms better than anything, 
better even than wild strawberries, or than the 
figs which grew against the cottage wall. There 
was a short struggle in his little heart, but grace 
triumphed over nature, and he added his share 
to the general contribution for Princess. " Bight, 
my boy," said his mother ; ** to do good and to 
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distribute forget not, for with such sacrifices 
God is well pleased." 

The happiness of the poor children was great, 
and with much chattering, and with the noisy 
mirth of their age, they set out with their oflfer- 
ing, little in their eyes, but, maybe, great in the 
eyes of the " One who seeth not as man seeth," 
and in whose sight no act of self-denial is despised. 

" My darlings," exclaimed Princess, as the 
children with joyous glances displayed their feast, 
and expected to see her fall upon it forthwith, 
" my darlings, how good you are to me ; but I 
have already dined, and far better too than usual. 
Dear Father Michel sent me such good food, and 
there was actually a slice of ham, so you see I 
should be greedy were I to take your mushrooms, 
my children." 

" Tut-tut," said Francois, with a face of much 
contempt for her ignorance of what was good ; 
*' I should just think that mushrooms dressed by 
mother tasted rather better than cold ham." 

" And besides. Princess," said Cl^mence, " a 
gift is a gift, and can't be taken back ; so there's 
a dear, just do taste our mushrooms, and then 
put them by for thy supper." 

Their Mend felt it would hurt the poor little 
people to refuse what they had deprived them- 
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selves of on her account ; so with many caresses 
she promised to eat them later in the evening. 
During this conversation, Fran9ois, who was 
never ^uiet two seconds of the sixteen hours his 
eyes were open, suddenly paused in his mounte- 
bank jumpiiigs and tumblings, looked at 
Princess's back and arms with a face of horror, 
and exclaimed — 

" Cl^mence, look here ! TVTiat has happened to 
our Princess ? look ! look ! she has been hurt and 
all bleeding ; what Aaw happened ? who has dared 
to touch her?" and the little fellow stamped, and 
threw himself on the ground by his dearly be- 
loved friend, covering her with kisses as a sort of 
salve for her wounds. Cl^mence's astonishment 
and curiosity were equally excited ; and as soon 
as Princess had a little silenced their clamorous 
grief, she told them in a few words, and without 
any exaggeration, the history of her morning's 
adventures, but dwelling far more on the kind- 
ness of Father Michel than on her own wrongs. 
The story excited the most vehement indignation 
in the swelling breasts of the young listeners. 
Francois in particular was most vociferous in 
his wrath ; CliSmence wept, and could find no 
words to express her feelings. Princess smiled 
at their keen sense of her injuries, and said — 
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"Dear children, I am better off than poor 
Lazarus was. Do you remember how he lay on 
the hard stones, and the dogs came and licked 
his sores, and he only fed on the crumbs which 
fell from the rich man's table ? Now I have a 
nice soft seat on the cool moss under this beauti- 
ful tree, have been fed, or rather feasted, on ham 
and white bread and delicious mushrooms, have 
had my wounds dressed with cooling salve, and 
am pitied and loved by Father Michel and by- 
dear kind-hearted children." 

" Ah," said Clemence, " some day thou too 
wilt go to heaven and lie in Abraham's bosom, 
like that poor old Lazarus." 

" But Monsieur Frederic and his nasty servant 
will never get there, and I hope they won't," 
added Francois eagerly ; ** he is just a rich camel 
and will never " 

** Judge not, and ye shall not be judged," 
quietly interrupted Princess, and the resentful 
little fellow was silent. 

" Dear Princess, now for one of thy stories ; I 
like them much better than mushrooms even." 

The other two children joined their entreaties 
for a real good true story, and Princess, anxious 
to gratify them, gave a smiling assent, and after 
a few moments' reflection began in true story- 
telling fashion — 
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" There was once upon a time a young prince 
who married a very beautiful foreign princess — 
a real princess, children, not like me at all, 
you know." 

" Oh, I dare say she was not half as good," 
said Francois, "or as clever," said Cl^mence, 
" Hush," quoth the wise little Louise. 

** Well," resumed the story teller, " this prince 
and princess were married, and great preparations 
were made to receive them with splendour in the 
fine city they were to live in. Every one was 
curious to see the lovely young lady who was to 
be their future queen, and crowds assembled in 
all the streets through which the royal procession 
was to pass. Indeed, the press was so great, 
that it was with the greatest difficulty the soldiers 
could preserve any order. The eagerness of the 
multitude, which seemed to be increasing every 
hour, reached its height at the approach of the 
royal pair, preceded by flags and drums and 
trumpets. All were naturally anxious to get a 
good sight of a spectacle for the sake of which 
they had endured so much heat and discomfort, 
to say nothing of kicks from their neighbours' 
boots, and pokes from the soldiers' bayonets, and 
each pushed forward to indulge his curiosity, 
regardless of the orders of the officers on duty, 
or of the cries for pity from those in front, who 
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were prevented by strongs barricades from brealc- 
ing their line. Those who were by ill fortune 
in the centre of this heedless, tearing, pushing, 
elbowing mass, found themselves in a very pain- 
ful and dangerous position, and at length they 
could no longer repress their terror, and uttered 
loud shrieks. But their cries were scarcely 
heard by the soldiers and constables, or if heard, 
were attributed to joy and excitement. Then 
began a fearful struggle for life. Each sought 
to save himself at the expense of others. The 
weak ones, especially the women and children, 
were knocked down and trampled on ; all ties of 
blood or friendship were set at nought in that 
dreadful moment of mad terror. To complete the 
scene of horror, a large scaffolding composed 
of enormous beams fell down, crushing the help- 
less crowd in that part of the street, and making 
the passage still more difficult. Numbers were 
killed or fearfully wounded by this unfortunate 
accident ; and at last the cries of agony made 
themselves heard, and reached even to the ears 
of the royal pair. With the greatest difficulty 
order was restored, and access obtained to the 
scene of the most urgent distress. Hundreds of 
mangled bodies were found, some killed by the 
bayonets of the soldiers, who had been forced in 
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self-defence to keep the lines, others crushed by 
the falling beams, or trampled to death perhaps 
by those nearest and dearest to them. Among 
the dead was taken up the body of a young 
woman of the lower order, a child of about a 
year old clasped tightjy to her bosom. The 
infant lived ; the poor young mother had saved it 
from a falling beam, and lost her own life in so 
doing. That child grew up, but to endure years 
of suffering, and she will carry to the grave the 
marks of that fatal hour, which deprived her of 
a mother as well as of health and enjoyment in 
this world." 

" Thou wast that poor child, darling Princess ?" 
said Cl^mence inquiringly, as her friend ceased, 
the big tears rolling down her cheeks. She 
nodded assent. 

" Poor dear PrincesB !" said the three children, 
in doleful chorus. "And were the royal pair 
our present king and queen?" 

" Yes." 

" Oh ! poor queen, I am sure she never can 
have been happy again." 

" I don't know, I am sure ; my unde says they 
lead a very gay life at court." 

" And where is that ? what is the name of the 
city where this dreadful accident happened?" 
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• ** Tt is called Paris, and " But here any 

^irtl^r conversation was interrupted by the ap- 
proach of a well-diessed woman, who was walk- 
ing rapidly towards the little party. In another 
moment she bad made her way to Princess, fell 
upon hear neck, kissed her on both cheeks, and 
with much emotion began in broken words — 

" Oh ! Marie Grandier, how can I thank you 1 
dear me! dear me l" and the kissing and hugging 
began again. The object of these demonstra* 
tions was rather alarmed for the sanity of the 
new comer, no less a person than Madame 
Silvestre, the housekeeper at the castle, and she 
began to think this day's adventures were to 
have no end. Then the good lady began to cry, 
and insisted upon seeing and kissing every mark 
made by that *' vilkin" on Marie's back and arms. 
*' Yes, indeed, I have to thank you for more than 
life, for my character, for my bread, all I owe 
to you." The astonished goatherd at last found 
an interval between the huggings and the ezcla- 
maUons to say-*- 

'' Indeed, Madame, I do not know what you 
can possibly mean. Monsieur FrMeric's servant 
certainly beat me, but I do not see how I can 
have done you any good on that account." 

''Listen, my child, and let me sit down on 
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the grass by yoa. You must know that, since 
the death of the old house steward, I have had all 
the silver and family plate under my care ; and 
truly a great respon^bility it is, and many a 
sleepless night does it cost me. Well, for some 
time past many small articles have been missed. 
I always went to my master on the discovery of 
every loss, and acquainted him with it, and every 
endeavour was made to detect the thief, but in 
vain. Monsieur Frederic and Ids man Charles 
tried all in their power to fasten the suspicion on 
me, and they succeeded but too well ; for Mon- 
sieur de St. Amand told me only a few mornings 
since, that the very next article of silver that 
was missing, he should deduct the value from 
my wages, and turn me out of his service — I, 
who have been in the castle since Mademoiselle 
Ernestine was two days old I You may judge 
of my horror when, on counting over the silver 
this morning after breakfast, I found that no less 
than two dozen of the best large spoons and forks, 
and several small old family gold cups, were 
gone. My brain seemed to whirl roimd and 
round; for a moment I lost my senses, and I 
determined to put an end to my life and my 
misery at once. I rushed madly to the open 
window, intending to throw myself down on the 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE PRINCESS. 53 

stone-paved court below ; but, praise be to God, 
who saved me from this crime, I there caught 
sight of something that arrested me, and recalled 
me to myself. On the stone bench by the 
castle gate I saw my master looking anxiously 
at the contents of a travelling bag on the grass 
at his feet. He opened a parcel of considerable 
size, and my heart beat with joy as there fell ^ 
out the missing silver, the gold cups, and many 
other articles of value of which I had had no 
charge. My innocence was now proved, and the 
real cu^rits discovered. They were my poor 
old master's son and his wicked accomplice 
Charles. They had left the castle early, intend- 
ing to convert their plunder into money, of 
which, owing to his gambling and wicked life. 
Monsieur Fr^d^ric has much need. But God 
disconcerted their plans, by allowing the bag to 
fall into your honest hands, Marie, and thus to 
reach the Count himself. Poor old gentleman, 
when I left the castle he was like one demented, 
wringing his hands, and declaring he would dis- 
inherit his son, and refusing to see him ; for the 
worthy pair had retiuned from their excursion. 
Charles was turned out of the castle and the 
dogs let loose upon him ; but that will not cure 
Buch a wretch as he is, it will only drive him 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



54 THE PETNCESS. 

to fresh crimes." Madame paused for breathe 
" My master sent for me and made me a hand- 
some piresent in money, and Marie, thou must 
share it with me. Nay, child, don't refuse ; thou 
oiighUt to haye it all ; but I know thou wouldst 
not take it, and the feeling that thou hast been, 
under God, the means of saving me from ruin, 
will be worth more than the money." Jt did 
indeed require all Madame Silvestre's eloquence, 
and all the importunity of the three children, to 
induce Marie Grandier to accept the offered gift. 
At last she yielded, and put the little purse in 
her pocket without examining the amount. But 
her happiness was great ; she felt she had been 
indeed of use to a fellow-creature, and the re- 
collection of her sufferings vanished. Her satis- 
faction beamed forth from her large, speaking, 
brown eyes, and communicated itself to her 
usually feeble frame. Marie never remembered to 
have walked so well as on this evening ; she said 
"she believed she had vdngs." There was 
something better still in store for her; for ou 
going late in the evening to Father Michel, as 
he had desired her to do, the good man told her 
he proposed taking her into his own house as an 
assistant to his old maid' Babette, who would be 
glad of some company, and would instruct her in 
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cooking and many useful accomplishments. Her 
uncle had been consulted^ and gave his willing 
and grateful consent to the plan. Here was, 
indeed, a change for the poor despised goat- 
herd — to live under the same roof with her much 
loved instructor, without giving up her uncle, 
who was there nearly every evening, and to be 
put in the way of earning a better living than 
she had ever even dreamed of, without the daily 
fatigue which had so exhausted her delicate 
health. "The Lord is my shepherd indeed," 
said the thankfid Marie, as she laid herself down 
nt night ; " He has remembered me in my low 
estate. Oh ! may I never forget Him, * who is 
my light and my salvation.' " 
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CHAPTER II. 

" I THINK you rather like that, Brabant,'* said 
Cl^mence one day, about a month after the events 
recorded in the preceding chapter. The little 
girl was addressing herself to the poodle, as he 
was swallowing his breakfast with visible signs 
of satisfaction. This meal was composed of 
sopped bread, with a few pieces of broiled or 
roasted truffles, the food generally given to dogs 
who are trained to hunt for that delicacy, as it 
accustoms their nose to the scent. Brabant, an 
accomplished truffle-finder, signified his approba- 
tion by wagging his tail and cocking his left ear ; 
and, hastily swallowing the remaining portion, 
bounded after his young masters, who were 
setting out for a grand truffle hunt in the 
forest. 

In his mouth Brabant carried the basket which 
was to receive the precious fruits. Arrived in 
the woods, the children usually rested under a 
wide spreading oak, took the basket from Brabant 
and watched him, as he, with an air suitable to 
the importance of the occasion, proceeded to 
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business. With Ids nose on the ground he ran 
here and there, the children eagerly watching the 
moment when he should stop and begin to scratch 
up the earth. They had not long to wait on the 
present occasion, for the dog in a minute was in 
full work, the rich black mould flying in all 
directions ; and soon the sight of a fine large 
truffle was hailed with joyful shouts, and deposited 
in the basket. 

" Dear, good dog ; see, Cl^mence, what a beau- 
tiful one ; it is as big as my fist. Oh ! Brabant, 
how I envy you your nose ; but then, you can't 
read like me." "Nor work like Cl^mence," 
chimed in the sage Louise. 

The children passed a happy morning in those 
delicious woods, chatting and singing, and re- 
joicing loudly over every fresh success of their 
good poodle, and he was very lucky on this 
occasion. 

They wandered far into the forest, every path 
of which they knew so well, and were busily 
reckoning up how many sous, or rather francs, 
their truffles would fetch in the town, when 
they were suddenly startled by the appearance 
from between some thick bushes of a young man 
in shooting dress, with a gun on his shoulder 
and a fierce-looking hound by his side. In an 
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instant the merry laugh was hushed, the three 
children huddled together for mutual proteotioa 
against what they instinctively felt was a foe, and 
Brabant slunk behind them, in much alarm at 
the bristling ears and sharp fangs of the power- 
ful dog, who was only restrained by a chain from 
flying at the peaceful hunter of truffles. 

" Holloa, you little imps, what are you about 
here?" asked the ill-looking owner of the savage 
hound. Cl^mence first recovered herself suffi- 
ciently to answer in a low and timid tone — 

*- May it please you, sir, we are the children of • 
widow Le Brun. We are looking for truffles, 
which Monsieur Moutrau in the town buys of 
us, and so we help mother to earn an honest 
living." 

" Honest ! do you call it P I tell you, you are a 
pack of little vagabonds. Pray, who ever allowed 
you to come into my woods and steal my 
truffles ?" 

" If you please, my lord, no one was ever for- 
bidden to come into the forest and gather 
truffles." 

** Because my father was such a fool as to let 
you take his property, and steal his wood, and 
spoil his shooting, do you think / am going to 
pursue the same course? No, no," (and he 
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Bwore in a way that made the children shudder). 
•* You never put your feet in my woods again, to 
gather sticks, or truffles, or mushrooms. If you 
do, it will be the worse for you ;" and the young 
Count, for he it was, frowned awfully and shook 
his fist at his terrified audience. ''And that 
dog, is that the beast that helps you to steal my 
truffles ? What can he do besides ? — any poodle 
tricks?" 

'* He can sit up and beg, and he can fetch and 
carry, my lord." 

"Make him beg, then," shouted the young 
man, and at a word from Cl^menoe the poor 
dog left her protecting side, came in front and 
sat^ up, shaking his fore paws, as he had been 
taught to do. While the children were looking 
at their favourite, anxious that he should perform 
his very best, and, as they hoped, mollify the 
angry Count, that personage had brought his 
gun to his shoulder, and deliberately aimed at 
the unconscious animal. The dick made Cl^mence 
turn quickly roimd ; there was a smoke, a flash, 
a sharp sound ; she rushed in front of Brabant, 
with the hope of saving her much-loved friend, 
but, fortunately for herself, too late. The poor 
dog had received the full charge, he dropped to 
the ground, opened his large ^es piteously. 
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then closed them for ever, and, after one convul- 
sive spasm, the limbs stretched and stiffened and 
Brabant was dead 1 The cries, the agony of his 
loving friends may be imagined; they threw 
themselves on the body, they implored him to 
give them only one look, and in the vehemence 
of their grief they did not even hear the loud 
coarse jeers of the author of it. 

" Hold your noise, you little wretches, and 
think yourself lucky I did not set my hound on 
your stupid beast, and have it torn limb from 
Hmb," 

" Brabant, dear, good faithful dog, are you 
indeed dead ? and to think the monster should 
have killed you in the very act of begging! 
Oh 1 why did I not tell you to run away, instead 
of making you sit up as a mark to be shot at ?" 
. In such lamentations the children spent half 
an hour, while the Count, whistling, stalked 
away satisfied with his morning's work, and 
with having established his authority in so noble 
a manner ! Cl^mence was the first to obtain 
any degree of self-command ; and, gently sooth- 
ing her sobbing brother and little Louise, she 
persuaded them to help her in collecting some 
leaves and moss to cover over their lost friend, 
and then to carry him home in her apron, that 
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he might be buried in their garden. It was the 
greatest sorrow they had known since the death 
of their father. Brabant had been their com- 
panion by day and night, their play-fellow, and, 
by his truffle-hunting accomplishments, the 
provider of many comforts; and when they 
thought of his sensible ways, and tliat they 
should never again feel his cold nose poked 
into their hands, or hear his joyous bark, their 
tears broke out afresh. The mournful procession 
reached at last the home they had left only a 
few hours before so full of glee, with Brabant 
jumping and playing round them, quite aware of 
his importance, but condescending to their young 
spirits, and now they returned silent and sad, 
their beautiful truffles left disregarded in the 
forest, and the stiffened body of the faithful dog 
in their arms. The account of what had hap- 
pened caused widow Le Brun well nigh as much 
sorrow as her children ; the dog had been trained 
by her husband, had shown wonderful attach- 
ment to him during a long illness, and had re- 
fused to be separated from his body tiQ he was 
buried ; then he was so gentle with the children ; 
and besides, his loss to the family house-keeping 
would be no slight one. However, she con- 
trolled her grief for the children'^ sakes, and 
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tried to comfort ihetii by reminding them that 
their friend was very old, and that his death, 
though very shocking to them, was sudden and 
painless. ** And as for the trufOles, my darlings, 
we will not fret about the loss of them. The 
Lord, who feeds the young ravens, will take 
care of us if we do not distrust him ; for * He 
defendeth the fatherless and the widow/ " 

"And as for the way of the ungodly, He 
tumeth it upside-down," added a voice behind 
the weeping group, which tutned out to be that 
of Maitre Jean Broussd, who had, unseen, been 
listening to the melancholy tale. 

" Yes, my old friend, thou art right : the Lord 
will provide ; but we shall need all our faith in 
Him, for I fear me there is a bad time for us at 
hand, and this cruel piece of work is oidy a 
little foretaste of evil. But you know, children, 
the more trouble we have, the mbre we will pray 
that 'He will never leave us nor forsake us,' 
and we wiU not forget either to pray for the 
poor young Count, that he may be turned 
from his evil ways and have his wicked heart 
changed." 

That evening poor Brabant was buried under 
a mulberry tree where he had been wont to 
stretch faim^lf and find shelter from the scorch- 
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ing rays of the midday summer son. This was 
not done without fresh bursts of grief, and, I 
fear, some very angiy feelings against the mur- 
derer of their old favourite ; for, alas ! the evil 
" caused by the wicked is not confined to them* 
selves : it but too often leads even the righteous 
to sin. The children were at length somewhat 
pacified by a promise from Maitre Jean Broussel 
to compose an epitaph, in which all Brabant's 
virtues should be duly and honourably men- 
tioned ; moreover, it was to be in verse. 

The young Count had now entered into his 
long coveted inheritance, as may have been 
gathered &om the events above recorded. His 
poor father, who had committed the fatal error 
of over-indulging his son, and of sacrificing all 
the family to him, found too late that he had 
been nourishing a viper in his bosom. A man 
of kind heart, but little energy of mind, that 
heart had long been well nigh broken at the 
sight of the undutiM and depraved conduct he 
' was not able to restrain. His health had given 
way, and the discovery of the last piece of 
villany overwhelmed the poor old man com- 
pletely. He never held up his head, and would 
see none of his family or friends. Father Michel 
alone obtained admittance to his bed-side. His 
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daughter, whom he had consented to almost force 
into a convent, to please her grasping, cruel 
brother, he could not now bear to see, conscious, 
when it was too late, of the injury he had done 
her.* 

From the good priest the Count received all 
the spiritual comfort he had ever known. He 
was led to see his sins in the sight of God, and 
deeply to repent of them. He sent for his 
reprobate child, that he might receive his for- 
giveness, and when that unnatural son refused 
to obey the summons, he meekly submitted to 
this last pang, and, turning to his only earthly 
comforter, said, " Father Michel, I have deserved 
it all ; may Grod forgive him, as I do." From 
that moment the thoughts of the dying man 
wandered no more to earthly cares ; thanks to 
the good priest's prayers and exhortations, he 
was enabled to fix his hopes on the Saviour of 
sinners, and after a few days he resigned his 
troubled life to God who gave it. 

It was an evil day for the inhabitants of 
Mirandel and the neighbouring hamlets, when 
Count Fr^d^ric came into his large possessions. 

* It was, in those tunes, too often the custom to oblige the 
daughters of noble flamilies to embrace the convent life, to 
secure an undivided inheritance for the eldest son. 
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They instinctively felt their new lord would be 
a harsh and tyrannical master ; and he lost no 
time in justifying their forebodings. He began 
with various acts of petty oppression, surrounded 
himself with companions of his own sort, and 
took every opportunity of insulting Father 
Michel, whom he designated as a "sneaking, 
drivelling Huguenot," and swore he would have 
him " pulled up," and sent to Rome. Maitre 
Jean Broussel, who had oiten spoken his mind to 
him in the old Count's lifetime, was turned out 
of his cottage and his employment, and, but for 
his pension, would have been penniless. But 
the brave old man submitted cheerfully; his 
wants were few, he said, and his days could not 
be very long, for he was past sixty, and his old 
wounds often troubled him ; and " besides," he 
would add, with a bright smile, " * The Lord will 
provide.' He knew His people would often be 
in trouble a^d in want, and so He gave us a 
word on purpose for times like these : * Take no 
thought for the morrow : the morrow shall take 
thought for the things of itself. Sufficient 
unto the day is the evil thereof.' " 

The little farmers and cottagers soon began to 
murmur at the unjust and cruel conduct of their 
new lord. Their murmurs found voice in com- 
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plaints and petitions, and at last in open threats, 
all equally disregarded ; for the wicked and fool- 
ish young man had not the wisdom to read the 
signs of the times, or to perceive that the days 
were well nigh over when the nobles and lords 
of the soil could oppress the lower orders with 
impunity. 

Madame Le Bran took care that neither she 
nor her children ever crossed the Count's path. 
They never again entered the forest, to search for 
mushrooms even, and she and C16menoe endea- 
voured by needlework to make up the defi- 
ciencies in the little household, caused by the 
loss of their trade in truMes. 

Widow Le Bran's pradence was not, however, 
to preserve her from the storm which had already 
brought sorrow and poverty to many a home in 
and about MirandeL One morning, about two 
months after the death of the old Count, on 
going to the fountain before mentioned for some 
water to begin a serious day's washing, Widow 
Le Bran found to her horror the spring was 
dry. Now this fountain, and several pumps in 
the village, were supplied by means of pipes, laid 
down by the late nobleman for the benefit of 
the villagers, and enabled them to cultivate their' 
gardens, and turn them to profit, by selling their 
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produce in the neighbouring town. Finding no 
water in the well, Madame Le Brun applied to 
the pump, equally in vain ! For a moment her 
courage gave way, and she stood wrmging her 
hands. She^just then caught sight of Maitre 
Jean Broussel, and forthwith called him in to 
advise with her as to what fatal malady could 
have seized the well and pump since the preced- 
ing night. Maitre Jean looked sad, and shook 
his head as he said — 

" Take courage, old friend, for thou wilt want 
it all. Thy foimtain is gone for ever, like the 
poor children's dog. That reprobate who would 
not spare his sister from a living tomb, and who 
brought down his old father's hairs in sorrow to 
the grave, has a mind to ruin thee. He has cut 
off thy supply of water, and that of thy neigh- 
bours, because he requires it to make fountains 
and waterworks in his garden; moreover, he 
wishes to force thee to give up thy cottage, and 
wisely thought he would deprive thee of the 
means of living in it." 

The poor widow was in despair. Give up the 
place where she had passed the happy days of 
her youth with her loved husband and children ; 
where she had enjoyed and suiSered so much, and 
which was endeared to her equally by both joy 
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and suffering, and begin the world afresh in a 
strange place ! it was not to be thought of. And 
yet, without water to wash with and to cultivate 
her garden, she could not gain her living; for 
the pond was a mile off, and but dirty water 
after all. She was quite bewildered, and lor a 
few minutes stood transfixed and speechless. 
But the latter state is seldom of long duratiou 
with a Frenchwoman, and she exclaimed — 

" I will go to the judge in the town and com- 
plain ; I will prosecute the Count, I will." 

" Alas ! neighbour, no good will come of that, 
I fear. The nearest magistrates are all jolly 
companions of the Count's ; he bribes them with 
wine and good dinners, and they will not listen 
to thee. I have been thinking of a plan myself, 
for some days past," said the old man, scratching 
his forehead and looking very wise, " but I don't 
know if it would be possible." 

" What is it ? oh ! teU me," said the widow ; 
"anything is better than being starved and 
trampled upon by this man." 

"Well," replied Maitre Jean rather shyly, 
" my plan is, neighbour, that either thou or thy 
girl Cl^mence, should travel to Paris with me, 
and tell your troubles and all our grievances to 
the king himself. They say he is a good, kind 
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prince, though, maybe, a bit weak, and it's my 
belief he would not hear of his subjects being 
used in such a manner." 

This astounding plan nearly took away the 
remainder of the widow's scattered senses ; but, 
the real difficulties of the undertaking not pre- 
senting themselves so clearly to her as they 
doubtless do to our readers, she soon declared it 
was a capital scheme ; and after settling to hold 
a solemn conference on the subject that very 
evening, into which they were to call Father 
Michel, she returned in time for breakfast, for 
which, to say the truth, she had not much 
appetite. 

That evening, when the younger children were 
- in bed, a council' was held in the garden, com- 
posed of the widow and Cl^mence, (who was not 
a little proud of being admitted,) Father Michel, 
Maitre Jean, and Marie Grandier. It was a 
lovely night, and the moon shone as brightly, 
and all nature looked as peaceful, as if there were 
no such things in the world as oppression and 
sorrow. This little assembly met in no un- 
christian spirit, and Father Michel's prayer, that 
" God would direct their councils and take angry 
and uncharitable feelings from their hearts," was 
devoutly joined in by all. The subject was then 
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discussed by the dders of the party, their present 
wrongs, and their fears of greater evil still, if the 
Count were not by some means restrained from 
further excesses. The expedition to Paris was 
finally resolyed on ; and, at the earnest entreaties 
of Marie Grandier, she was allowed to accompany 
them. The poor girl had two motives for her 
strong desire to make one in this pilgrimage : one, 
to see the city where her mother had lost her 
life : the other, to appeal to this good king, who 
was to restore them to all their rights, against 
the oppression and injustice with which her be- 
loved master was treated by the Count and his 
evil companions. This, however, she kept to 
herself. I dare say my readers will think it 
strange that Maitre Jean Broussel, an old soldier, 
and Father Michel, who knew the world and its 
ways better than any of the party, should have, 
the one projected, and the other sanctioned, such 
an undertaking as a long journey to Paris, to 
obtain redress for their comparatively insignifi- 
cant grievances, at such a time of public disturb- 
ance, (for we are speaking of the year 1789,) when 
the throne had begun to totter from its founda- 
tions, and long felt wrongs had made themselves 
heard in tones which caused men's hearts to fail 
them. As regards Jean Broussel, though a brave 
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fioldier and a devoted Christian, he had not much 
worldly knowledge or experience ; and to him it 
appeared the most natural thing in the world, to 
carry the tale of their wrongs to the ear of their 
king, for whom he felt a loyalty and devotion 
second only to that he owed his God. Father 
Michel certainly knew the ways of the world 
better than the old soldier, and to him the 
undertaking appeared fraught with risk, and 
somewhat hopeless ; but he had no better plan to 
cffer. The sufferings of his poor friends, from 
their cruel and wicked landlord, were positive, 
and certain to increase unless checked by some 
higher power, and such things had been known 
as the issuing of a royal mandate in favour of the 
oppressed. Patience and submission he preach- 
ed, and practised largely himself; but he could 
hardly expect his flock to endure beyond a certain 
point, and feared some outbreak, on the part of 
the less truly Christian portion, which might 
bring matters to an open rupture, and perhaps 
cause some deadly sin. Besides, in the seclusion 
in which Father Michel lived, he knew nothing 
of the stirring events, which had recently taken 
place in Paris, any more than he did that his 
own patron and near relative, the bishop before 
mentioned, was no longer about the court. He 
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therefore tbought that in giving Jean Broussel 
a letter for the Bishop, at Versailles, he was in- 
suring the little party protection, and an audi- 
ence, if not of the king himself, at least of the 
minister of justice. 

The expedition once resolved on, it was neces- 
sary to put it in practice as quickly and as 
secretly as possible, lest it should reach the ears 
of any of the neighbours, and from them, by some 
means, to their oppressor himself, who would 
doubtless find some way of frostrating their plan, 
and of inflicting greater injuries stiU, on his un- 
happy dependents. Forty-eight hours after the 
garden council, the little party set out. Father 
Michel having come to the cottage at an early 
hour, to commend them to the care of their 
Heavenly Father, and to implore Hfe blessing oti 
their undertaking, accompanied the travellers a 
few miles on their way. It was about four 
o'clock in the morning when they commenced 
their long journey; hoping by that means to 
escape obervation, and also the heat oi the day, 
as Marie's infirmities would prevent her walking 
far or fast during that time. We will not attempt 
to follow the travellers in all their adventures. 
They suffered — at least the two girls — ^from 
fatigue and heat, and bad lodgings, but the 
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presence of their soldier-looking guardian, and 
their own quiet manners, preserved them from 
rudeness. Indeed, they often met with much 
kindness, sometimes from a good farmer's wife, 
who would invite them in to her comfortable 
kitchen, and feed the pale tired girls with new 
milk and eggs, and wash their feet, while she 
would give Maitre Jean more substantial fare, 
and bid them all rest awhile. And such hospi- 
tality never went without its reward — not in gold 
or silver, indeed, of which, like the holy Apostles, 
they had "none to give;" but, somehow, the 
little party never left any roof where they had 
been kindly welcomed, without the good people 
of the house feeling the happier for their visit. 
Maitre Jean was not one of those who thought 
it his duty to preach to others, or to thrust in 
the Word of God at random, and thus to cause 
holy things to be lightly regarded ; but being, as 
he was, a good soldier of Christ, his Master's 
cause was ever in his mind, and he never allowed 
an opportunity to escape, where he thought he 
might be the means of winning a soul to him ; 
for " a word in season, how good is it." At one 
of the farm-houses where they had been invited 
to rest, and had received the greatest kindness, 
they observed that the farmer himself was moody, 
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and went about with lowering brow, though 
quite willing to afford the travellers hospitality, 
and commending them to the care of his gentle, 
sad looking wife. The poor woman, while press- 
ing her fare on the weary guests, could hardly 
restrain her tears, and, won by the sympathizing 
manner of Marie Grandier, and the benevolent 
fatherly appearance of the old soldier, she con- 
fided her troubles to them, while her husband 
sat gloomily smoking in the porch. It appeared 
that their only daughter had died not many 
months before. She was a lovely and amiable 
girl, and the blow had well nigh broken the poor 
mother's heart. The father, who scarcely felt it 
less acutely than his wife, endeavoured to cheer 
her ; and, to divert his own thoughts and promote 
the interests of his son, his only remaining child, 
he had bought more land, and hoped soon to 
establish him in a little farm of his own. Great, 
therefore, was his disappointment, when the 
young man, who had hitherto been dutiful and 
steady, declared his determination to be a soldier ; 
that a quiet country life was distasteful to him, 
and utterly refused to listen to his father's en- 
treaties or commands on the subject. But 
greater still was the displeasure, nay, even the 
horror of the old man, when his son broached his 
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newly acquired political sentiments, which were 
those of disloyalty and revolution, so rapidly 
spreading over the country, and which the youth ' 
had picked up in the nearest town, where he had 
of late spent much of his time. The father, who 
would have shed every drop of his blood for his 
king, was struck dumb at his son's conduct ; to 
take him' by the shoulders, to turn him out of his 
doors, and to forbid him ever to re-enter them, 
was the work of an instant, and, but for the 
earnest prayers of the unhappy mother, he would 
have cursed him bitterly. From that moment 
they had seen their son no more, and the farmer's 
wrath had subsided into a miserable sullen de- 
jection, from which his wife was unable to rouse 
Mm. 

The story deeply affected Maitre Jean; it 
reminded him, in some measure, of his own 
early sin, and the girls were weeping at the poor 
mother's grief, in a way that quite won them her 
regard. She pressed them to remain all night 
at the farm. 

" We have, alas ! too many empty rooms, and 
to-morrow you can meet a cart which passes 
within a couple of miles once a week, and, for 
a trifle, the driver wiU set you down near Paris." 

Maitre Jean consented ; one day's delay could 
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do their object no great harm : and besides, it 
would be more than made up if they could get 
seats in the wagon ; and something seemed to 
tell him there was work for him in this house. 
Jean Broussel never looked to " second causes :" 
he was accustomed to see the finger of God in 
every event of his life; for he knew that as 
nothing " is too hard for the Lord," so nothing 
is too small for His notice and guidance, " who 
knows the very hairs of our heads." In the 
course of the evening, while smoking his pipe 
by the side of his host, Maitre Jean found 
means to draw him into conversation, and by 
degrees brought the subject round to his own 
career, of which he gave him an account, con- 
cealing neither his former ungodly life nor the 
mercy which had been shown in bringing him 
to repentance. The old farmer was touched and 
interested, and, in return, opened his mind on 
the subject of his own sorrows — the undutiful 
and disloyal behaviour of one child weighing 
him down far more ,than the early death of the 
other. He was a worthy and kind-hearted man, 
and took a fancy to his companion, and suffered 
him to talk to him in a manner he would have 
endured from no one but the cur^, had he ever 
attempted it, which, being a careless and coarse 
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man, he never had done. Encouraged by the 
old man's patience and unexpected gentleness, 
Jean read to him the beautiful story of the 
Prodigal Son, which seemed to touch him, and 
he consented to accept a small pocket bible, and 
promised to study its contents. Before they 
separated for the night, the farmer found him- 
self, to his own surprise, pledged to pardon and 
receive his son if he should return or ask his 
forgiveness. 

" I don't know," said he, " why I should pro- 
mise thee what I have refused my poor wife, 
though she has been down on her knees to me 
about the lad ; but somehow thou dost seem in 
earnest, and, as thou sayest, I have been a sin- 
ner myself, and shall want God's pardon, so why 
should I refuse mine to the boy ? He has been 
misled, no doubt of it, and, maybe, he is even 
now sorry enough, and would return if he dared, 
poor fellow ! Perhaps he is in trouble, and my 
cruel words prevent his coming back to his 
mother's arms. God forgive me if anything 
happens to the lad !" 

The father's heart w^ fairly melted ; his son's 
fault had vanished in the sight of his own harsh- 
ness, and that night, for the first time for many 
a year, he poured out his heart in almost agoniz- 
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ing prayer, that his God would forgive him as 
he forgave his son his trespasses. The next 
morning, the old man's countenance, though 
grave, was no longer dark and moody. He had 
spent the chief part of the night in examining 
the volume of Holy Writ, and had eagerly 
sought the passages pointed out by Jean Brous- 
sel, which promised pardon to the repenting 
sinner, through the sacrifice on the cross. He 
dared to hope, not only for himself but for his 
erring son, and his heart yearned to welcome 
him back, and to make him share the " pearl of 
great price," which had been so mercifully 
vouchsafed to him. The travellers were made 
to promise they would lose no opportunity of 
seeking their lost Armand, and of inducing him 
to return to his parents. Then they parted, 
amid the thanks and blessings of their hosts, 
and as they walked cheerfuUy along, in the fresh- 
ness of the early dawn, Maitre Jean said — 

" Surely, children, our long journey will not 
have been in vain, if but by God's blessing we 
may have helped this poor sorrowing pair, and 
set them forward a step on their road to heaven. 
But cheer up, Clemence," he added, seeing a 
shadow pass over her young face, at the bare 
idea of the failure of their object ; " cheer up, 
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we are not going to be faint-hearted : this may 
be but the foretaste of great mercies for our- 
selves also. We will be brave, and do our duty 
whithersoever the Lord leadeth us ; and if it be 
His pleasure we shall succeed, and if it be not, 
we shall say, * Thy will, not ours, be done.* " 

On reaching the village where they had been 
directed to meet the waggon, they found it had 
already arrived, and was on the point of starting 
again. For a small sum the driver consented 
to take them nearly as far as to the barriers of 
Paris, and they thought themselves as comfort- 
able, when seated on the straw in the rumbling 
vehicle, as the king could be in his state coach — 
a trifle less soft and easy, perhaps ; but that is 
matter of opinion. 

The waggoner, like many of his race, was 
curious and talkative, and as no reason existed 
now for concealing the object of their journey, 
Maitre Jean, with all gravity, imparted to the 
man, who appeared honest and good-natured, 
the outline of their story. He listened with 
many shrugs of the shoulder and much laughter : 
it seemed to him quite a capital joke. 

" And do you really mean that you three have 
travelled, I don't know how many miles, in 
hopes of seeing the king himself! Why, don't 
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you know that he has got a parcel of lords and 
grandees about him, who won't let any poor 
country folk like you get to have any speech of 
him?" 

Marie answered gently, but somewhat hurt at 
the man's contemptuous tone, "Almighty Grod 
is greater than the king, and He says, * Gome 
unto me all ye that labour and are weary, and I 
will give you rest.' " 

" Yes, very likely," answered the driver, laugh- 
ing incredulously ; "I don't know anything 
about that, but Almighty Grod isn't King of 
France. And do you suppose if he were, he 
would have nothing more important to*do than 
to listen to your stories about a good-for-nothing 
young nobleman killing your dog and taking 
away your water, and ill-treating his people, and 
an old priest !" 

Marie was shocked at the jeering tone with 
which the man spoke of the name of God, as 
well as of their wrongs ; but she replied, quietly, 
" I prayed to God that a little kid, which had 
been sorely wounded, might recover, and the 
Lord heard my prayer. The sparrows, even, are 
not beneath His notice. What is a small matter 
to the king may be a matter of life and death to 
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" Well ; the king does certainly sometimes let 
poor people see him — ^he takes their petitions; 
but I don't see how you are ever to have the 
luck to hear of it when he does/ ' 

" Our God hears the prayers of His people 
day and night, when they call upon him." 

"And then, you must get better clothes if 
you want to be admitted to bis Majesty. Why, 
your boots have holes in them ; and you must 
learn how to speak to him properly, and must 
bow and curtsey at every word, and must say 
Sire, and your royal Majesty." 

Marie, somewhat discouraged, said softly, 
" We may say Thou to God, and call Him 
Father." 

" And pray, then, if your God does so much 
for you, why didn't you complain to Him at 
once, instead of wearing out your clothes and 
coming to Paris to tease the king about your 
grievances — eh ?" 

Marie was disconcerted for a moment; but 
her uncle, who had hitherto listened to the 
dialogue in silence, now came to her assistance. 

" Thaty my friend, you may be sure we did 
do ; but the God in whom we trust does not now 
perform miracles for His servants. He works by 
human means in the affairs of this life, and bids 

G 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



82 THE PEINCESS. 

US, * whatever our hands find to do, to do it 
with all our might.' The Lord does not feed 
His people now with manna from heaven, but 
tells us to labour for our food ; but without His 
blessing the labour of our hands would be of no 
good. And so the Lord puts good thoughts 
into our minds, and condescends to show us 
what we should do; and if then we fold our 
hands and sit idly waiting for some good thing 
to happen to us, why, we are despising His 
gracious leading, and we have -no right to ex- 
pect to prosper. First ask God to show thee 
ihe duty before thee, and then up and do it; 
that is the way a Christian sets about his work.'* 
This was new language to the worthy carter, 
who, however, nodded good humouredly, and 
said, "Well, maybe you're right, and I wish 
you success, for you seem good sort of folks ; but 
I fear me you're come on .a wild-goose errand. 
However, perhaps your God, you talk so much 
about, will take care of you," and so they parted, 
late in the evening, at one of the gates of the 
great city of Paris. With some difficulty the 
party obtained a poor little lodging for the night, 
and a very humble supper, the best their scanty 
means could afford; for, to their surprise and 
dismay, they found the price of provisions 
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ruinously great, owing to the scarcity, which 
added much to the discontent and ill feeling 
prevailing in Paris. 

The next morning early, they set off for 
Yersailles, their petition, drawn up by Father 
Michel, in their hand. It was a lovely Septem- 
ber morning, in the year 1789. Scarcely any 
one was astir, save a few porters and market 
gardeners. They had not long left their lodging 
when Maitre Jean stopped at the comer of 
a long street ; he stood for some minutes gazing 
as at some well-remembered scene, and then, 
touching his niece on the shoulder, said, " Dost 
thou see that house, with the coat-of-arms over 
the gateway? There, my child, was the spot 
where thy poor mother lost her life. It was on 
the 16th of May, nineteen years ago. I shall 
never forget it ; I was on duty, and heard the 
shrieks of the poor women and children, but 
little thought my own flesh and blood were in 
the midst of the throng. Poor child! thou 
hast had a heavy cross to bear all through thy 
young life, and hast borne it patiently; thou wilt 
have thy reward." 

Marie sighed as she looked earnestly at the 
now gloomy old house, and shuddered as she 
pictured to herself that moment of terror and 
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fatal conftision. Even the lively Cl^mence was 
sad and silent for a few minutes. 

Thanks to a lift in an empty conveyance, 
offered by a good-natured driver, the party 
reached Versaflles before noon. The surprise 
and rapture of the two girls, at that immense pile 
of buildings, may be conceived. That all this 
magniiicence should be erected and maintained 
for one person, quite passed their comprehension. 
After spending some time gazing at what seemed 
to them a fairy scene, they proceeded in search 
of the bishop to whose protection Father Michel 
had ventured to recommend them. They 
scarcely knew to whom to apply for information, 
and, while they were standing in one of the 
alleys facing the palace, a priest walked slowly 
by. Maitre Jean instantly accosted him; and 
great was the disappointment of the whole party 
when they were told the bishop was no loiter 
attached to the king's person, and was trans- 
lated to a see, where he always resided, in the 
south of !Prance. Their informant could give no 
advice as to their best course of proceeding, but 
good-naturedly told them that if they stood near 
some gilded railings, not far from the palace, 
they would have a chance of seeing some of the 
royal family walking in the garden. Of course 
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they were not slow in profiting by this informa- 
tion ; they approached the spot pointed out to 
them, where several other respectable-looking 
persons were also standing, and looked eagerly 
for the appearance of $ome grand personages. 
Indeed, if the truth must be told, Marie and 
Cl^mence fiilly expected to see the king or queen, 
or both, issue from the palace with crowns on 
their heads and sceptre in hand, attended by a 
train of lords and ladies in powder, and gold 
and silver trains. They wesre therefore the least 
bit in the world disappointed, when, on some 
of the by-standers exclaiming, " There is the 
Dauphin, see, there!" they perceived, not far 
€pom the very spot where they^ere standing, a 
young boy busily hoeing a little piece of ground, 
railed oS from the rest of the flower garden. 
He appeared about five years old — a gentle, 
delicate boy, with long fair curls shading his 
expressive, intelligent face. He was intently 
occupied with his work ; after a few minutes he 
threw down his hoe, and ran to tie up some 
straggling plants, and then began gathering a 
nosegay, which he did with great care, choosing 
the best flowers in his little garden. Our friends 
were all the while contemplating this scene with 
the deepest attention ; the disappointment of the 
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two girls had vanished before the interest excited 
by the child, yi whom they saw their future 
sovereign. Maitre Jean could not refrain from, 
exclaiming aloud, as the royal boy once ap- 
proached the railings, "God bless your royal 
highness, and keep you in all your ways." The 
Dauphin turned quickly at this hearty and loyal 
prayer ; the fine countenance of the old soldier 
seemed to please him, for, coming nearer, he said 
smiling, "Thank you, thank you; here is a 
flower for your good wishes ;" and, taking a white 
rose from his nosegay, he timidly ofiPered it to 
the delighted Maitre Jean. The little prince 
then nodded kindly to the young girls, who were 
blushing and curtsying with all their might ; and, 
noticing Marie's bent and feeble frame, and her 
pale, thin face, he said in a tone of heart-felt 
pity, " Oh ! poor girl, how tired you look," and, 
putting his little hand into his pocket, he held 
out to her a piece of money. Quick as thought, 
Marie seized the Dauphin's hand, kissed it re- 
spectfully, and, offering him their petition, she 
implored him to take it and show it to his royal 
.father, adding, it was the prayer of some of his 
poor subjects, who had no friends to make known 
their wrongs. Then, as if ashamed of her sud- 
den boldness, she hid her blushing face in her 
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hands. The little prince took the petition, 
nodded kindly, as he picked up the nosegay he 
bad dropped, and ran off towards an arbour at 
tbe end of a broad walk, followed by an attend- 
ant, who had kept at a respectful distance all 
this time. Not more than five minutes had 
passed before the Dauphin was to be seen by 
the side of a tall majestic lady, to whom he was 
eagerly pointing out his new acquaintances at 
the railings, the lady, meanwhile, looking at the 
paper she held in her hand, and walking at a 
pace which did not satisfy the impatience of her 
child. At length the royal mother, for it was 
Marie Antoinette herself, reached the spot where 
the little party stood, with beating hearts and 
fiomewhat anxious faces. They were, however, 
reassured at the kind looks of the noble-looking 
lady, who advanced dose to the railings, and, 
fixing her eyes more particularly on Marie, said 
in silver tones, "My poor child, so thou,. too, 
art one of the sufferers from that fatal day, which 
I can never think of without anguish and horror. 
Would to God I could restore to thee thy mother 
and thy strength of body. Accept this from the 
hands of my child, not as a compensation for thy 
misfortune, but as a remembrance from one who 
grieves she should have had any share in causing 
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it." And the young prince placed in Marie's 
hand a small but heavy packet. 

Marie's emotion almost choked her utterance ; 
the queen's feeling words went straight to her 
heart, and it was with difficulty she managed to 
express her gratitude, and to say, " Oh 1 Madam, 
I shall never again grieve over my misfortune, 
now that I have seen you and had your pity." 

" And thou," said the queen, turning to the 
blushing Cl^mence, "thou has undertaken this 
journey for the sake of thy mother and thy 
family ; thou hast done thy duty, my chUd, and 
God will bless thee." And then, looking at 
Maitre Jean, whose whole frame was bursting 
with loyalty and devotion, " Noble old man, you 
have fought in your youth for your king, and 
now, in your old age, you are the protector of the 
fatherless and the oppressed. Would that the 
king had more of such subjects round him ! My 
Mends, T promise that this petition shall be 
looked into, and that justice shall be done you. 
In the meantime, you had better remain either 
here or at Paris, and let my head valet know 
your direction. Go round to the courtyard of 
the palace now, and here is some one who will 
take care of you;" and, beckoning to an attendant, 
tlie queen desired him to accompany the three to 
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one of the palace offices, and to see that their 
wants were attended to. 

" This has been, indeed, a happy day," said 
the travellers, almost in chorus, as they found 
themselves in their humble lodgings in Paris, 
late in the evening; "and see, uncle," said 
Marie, unfolding the little paper given her by the 
dauphin, " see what that dear good queen has 
given me — ten louis d*or ! why, it will keep us 
for a year." 
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CHAPTEK III, 

A WEEK passed — and another, and another, and 
still no tidings reached Maitre Jean and his 
young companions, respecting the success of their 
petition. The two girls were not exactly im- 
patient, but restless. They thought no difficulty 
could exist, save that of getting an audience of 
the king or queen, and that done, and that sweet 
noble lady having interested herself in their 
cause, what could be so easy as to have the 
matter looked into, their landlord forbid to op- 
press his people, and Father Michel, Madame 
Le Brun, and all the neighbours established in 
their rights. They began to fear that the Count 
had been before hand with them, that he had 
seen the king, that he had told some wicked 
stories, and that he had persuaded his Majesty 
and all the judges, that the inhabitants of 
Mirandel were a set of disloyal rebels, with 
Father Michel at the head. Nothing was too 
wild for Cl^mence to imagine; and even the 
patient trusting Marie was uneasy, though she 
tried to show a cheerful countenance, and spent 
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each day a longer time in prayer, from wliicli she 
ever arose stronger in spirit, to bear whatever 
trial might be in store for them. Maitre Jean, 
who had, perhaps, rather a more correct idea 
than his young companions, of the nature of 
proceedings in courts, both of kings and of 
judges, was, however, more uneasy than either 
of them. 

The girls had no acquaintances whatever in 
Paris, and knew little of what was going on 
around them, excepting that provisions and 
house rent were enormously dear, and that every 
one said it was all the fault of the queen. This, 
they believed of course not one word of. That 
kind, feeling, beautiful queen could never be the 
cause of evil to her subjects. All the same, 
prices were ruinous, and their stock of money 
fast diminishing. But Maitre Jean heard more 
and knew more of the state of affairs, and, 
though he wisely forbore to alarm the poor girls, 
he would gladly have been far away from Paris, 
which was daily becoming more unquiet. He 
too, therefore, looked anxiously for a message 
from the head valet. During the months they 
had been in Paris, Jean Broussel had met several 
of his old friends and comrades; but, though 
pleased to shake hands with an old fellow-soldier. 
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he did not wisli to associate mucb with them. 
They were mostly a good deal younger than he 
was, many had left the army and were become 
little tradesmen, and he did not like the tone of 
their sentiments and conversation, and did not 
wish to bring his niece and Clemence in contact 
with them and their families. One man, how- 
ever, of the name of Boucher, whom he had 
served with for many years, he could not avoid 
seeing rather more of, for he had come to lodge 
in the same street with themselves. This person 
had not originally a bad heart ; in former days 
Broussel thought him a " capital fellow," but he 
was always vain and empty headed, averse to all 
serious thought, and age had not improved him. 
Boucher formed one in all the emeutes and noisy 
assemblages which now daily took place in Paris ; 
he was as vehement as the rest, in accusing the 
king and queen — he did not exactly know of 
what — and was just one of those turbulent foolish 
creatures whom abler and more wicked men make 
use of in times of discontent and commotion. 
He. was as much attached to Jean Broussel as 
his nature allowed him to be to any one, and at 
least had the merit of remembering tliat his old 
comrade had once nursed him through a bad 
fever, and had often ^ved him from disgrace. 
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So he patronized him and the girls, and bestowed 
much of nis company on them, (when not less 
innocently engaged,) trying to imbue them with 
his own political sentiments, and telling them all 
the terrible events, which almost every day 
brought forth. The loyal-hearted old soldier 
heard with grief and despair Boucher's coarse 
and triumphant accounts of the way in which 
the king was forced, by the brute violence of a 
furious mob, to yield step by step, and of the 
insults heaped upon the queen and her children, 
without dariug to upbraid the miserable wretch, 
or to draw a sword in the defence of the throne. 
But the dangerous position they were in, taught 
him prudence for himself, and far more for the 
young girls, whose safety depended so much on 
him. 

At the beginning of their acquaintance with 
Boucher, they had suffered their horror and dis- 
gust to appear two or three times, and on one 
occasion he had turned sharply upon them, and 
told them they had better change their politics 
as quickly as possible, or, in spite of his friend- 
ship for their uncle, he should be obliged, as a 
good citizen, to denounce them, " and then we 
shall see how you will look without heads on 
your shoulders." This threat convinced the ter- 
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rified girls of the necessity of obeying Maitre 
Jean's injunctions to conceal their 4eal senti- 
ments, or at least to preserve strict silence 
respecting them, while it increased their anxiety 
to leave Paris, where they had no longer any 
hope of success to their cause. " Better," they 
said, " to return to dear Mirandel, whatever they 
might have to undergo there, than to hear the 
profaneness and disloyalty with which their ears 
were assailed." They were not, however, destined 
to follow the bent of their inclinations in this 
matter. A letter was one morning put into the 
hands of Marie Grandier. It was from Father 
Michel, and^did not tend to raise the spirits of 
any of the party. The people in and about 
Mirandel were suffering from scarcity, amount- 
ing in some cases almost to starvation. Madame 
Le Brun and the children were well, but she had 
found herself obliged to yield to her cruel land- 
lord, and had given up the cottage and garden. 
Father Michel had taken them into his own 
house, the widow being able to supply the place 
of his old servant, who had died lately. This 
being the case, he advised Maitre Jean and his 
young friends to remain where they were for the 
present, as they could doubtless find some means 
of supporting themselves in Paris, and he trusted 
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the present storm, threatening both religion and 
royalty, might subside, and that both would 
emerge purified from the trial. This was, how- 
ever, but a faint hope; for he added, but too 
many of their neighbours were led away by the 
prevailing disaffection, that riots had taken place 
already, the ch&teau had been attacked more than 
once, and that he had been insulted, but, he was 
thankful to say, by none of his own people ; there 
seemed to be miscreants prowling all over the 
country, exciting the thoughtless and idle to 
pillage and bum, under the pretence of rescuing 
France from tyranny. The letter concluded in 
these words. " Fiery times of trial are at hand 
for all who love God and their king. Dear old 
friend, thou hast often helped my feeble steps in 
the narrow path that leadeth to eternal life ; pray 
for me now, that I may be thought worthy to 
suffer for the name of Christ. May God bless 
and protect thee and the poor children, and keep 
them in His ways. It may be we shall meet no 
more on earth ; God's will be done." 

Hateful as was a farther stay in Paris, there 
was now no alternative. It was plain, that by 
returning to Mirandel, they would only add to 
the burden on Father Michel, and fipd them- 
selves without either home or employment. 
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Maitre Jean and Marie held council together, 
for the youth and inexperience of poor little 
Cl^mence rendered her of no assistance in a 
crisis like the present. &he was, however, good 
and docile, and obeyed strictly her mother's 
injunctions to be guided in all things by Marie. 
Father Michel's parting words, "When thou 
art in trouble, cry unto the Lord, He will 
deliver thee out of thy distress," seemed to 
recur continually to her, and she poured out her 
young heart in prayer for protection and support, 
with greater earnestness than she had ever done 
before. It was decided that, as it was impos- 
sible to return home, they should all three seek 
some employment in Paris during the day. And 
in the furtherance of this object Broussel applied 
to Boucher, who promised soon to procure work 
for him at least, and by his means Marie, too, 
obtained a situation as assistant in the kitchen 
of a great restaurant, for which the instruction^ 
of Father Michel's old housekeeper had qualified 
her. Clemence, in the mean time, found occu- 
pation by attending to their fellow-lodgers, and 
thus earned a trifle. At night, all three met in 
their tiny lodging at the top of a high crowded 
house, ajid before they slept the old man reve- 
rently read aloud to his young companicms some 
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i>f those predous precepts and promises whick 
for so many ages have been the comfort and 
support of the weary and heayy laden. 

Here we must leave our friends for a little 
time, while we briefly, recount some of the fear- 
ful events which had taken place at YersaiUes, 
and which had fatally interfered with the queen's 
kind intentions towards them. From the very 
day of their imexpected interview with Marie 
Antoinette, troubles had thickened round that 
unhappy queen and her family. Tumults and 
insurrections were of daily occurtence, and the 
cries of discontent and rebellion reached the 
throne, and startled the gayest and most thought- 
less of its satellites. On the 5th of October, 
Versailles was invaded by a seditious disorderly 
mob, and on the following day the king, the 
queen, their two children, and the Princess Eliza- 
beth, the king's sister, werfe dragged to Paris, 
amidst the triuniphant shouts and yells of 
200,000 of the lowest of the popul«M5e. The 
royal coach was surrounded by thousands of 
women, or rather furies, from the dregs of the 
people, and at the windows, borne aloft on pikes, 
were carried two ghastly bleeding heads, those 
of two of the king's body guards, who had 
sacrificed their lives to defend the entrance of 

H 
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their queen's apartment against tlie infuriated 
mob. 

A tale like the present is not the fitting place 
to describe the gradual overthrow of all kingly 
power of law and of justice. The poor king saw 
himself by degrees bereft of nearly the semblance 
of authority, and his country becoming a prey 
to a Godless tyranny, under the name of liberty. 
Never had there been so little real freedom as 
at that time of so-called liberty and equality. 
Every man mistrusted his neighbour. Sons 
betrayed their parents, and husbands their 
wives, to the bloody tribunals, in fear lest they 
should be themselves betrayed. Save among 
the defenders of the throne, faith and humanity 
seemed banished from among this wretched 
people, who appeared truly given up to work 
wickedness. 

Many of the nobles, despairing of their coun- 
try, and mindful only of their own safety, emi- 
grated to other lands. The royal family at 
last prepared to follow their example, and on 
the evening of the 21st of June, 1791, they 
fled from the scene of their sorrow and captivity. 
But, alas 1 it was too late ; the king, unwilling 
to desert his post, had too long delayed to 
avail himself of the moment when the more 
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moderate among his enemies would liave con- 
nived at his departure. Suspicion was now 
awakened, and through the treachery of the 
Postmaster Drouet, at Varennes, the unhappy 
family was detained^ recognized, and finally 
brought back to Paris a second time, amidst 
jeers and brutal insults, there to remain till the 
last act of the bloody tragedy was played. A 
year passed — a year of bitter anguish to the 
royal pair, prisoners in their own palace — and 
on the very day year of their attempted flight 
another multitude assembled, forced their way 
into the Tuileries, obliged the unfortunate Louis 
to yield his last attribute of power, and were 
only isatisfied when he had placed the cap of 
liberty — that profaned word ! — on the royal 
head, which he did saying, softly, "My Saviour 
wore a crown of thorns, and why should not his 
servant ? " 

The frantic wretches then proceeded through 
the royal apartments in search of the queen and 
her trembling children, and then obliged the 
dauphin to assume the red cap in his turn. ^ 

All order was now at an end ; those who now 
would fain have retreated and have re-established 
a moderate government found, when it was too 
late, they could not lay the evil spirit they had 
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raised, and that they no longer dared resist the 
will of the vilest of the populace. The first pro- 
moters of the revolution had been cast aside, 
trampled on, and crushed by more violent and 
less scrupulous men, who, in their turn, were 
sacrificed to the cry for blood. 

The royal family could no longer reckon on 
finding safety even in their own palace, and on 
the 10th of August, 1792, they quitted it once 
more and for ever, and sought protection in the 
National Convention, for so the self-chosen rulers 
of France called themselves. Immediately on 
the flight of the king, the Tuileries was attacked 
by an overwhelming multitude of tigers in human 
form, despoiled of its splendour, sacked and 
plundered, and the brave Swiss guard massacred, 
together with a band of noble gentlemen, who 
had refused to abandon their duty. 

Poor Louis! he fled to save his wife and 
children from a raging senseless mob, and 
scarcely found greater mercy from those with 
whom he sought safety and protection. 

During these eventful years our friends had 
remained in Paris with anxious, heavy hearts, 
not only on account of the awful wickedness 
aroimd them, but also lest those dear to them 
should have been involved in the massacres 
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which were taking place all through the unhappy 
country. Since the letter from Father Michel 
they had not heard from Mirandel, all communi- 
cation between the good and loyal having become 
dangerous, if not impossible. Sorrowful they 
were indeed, but not despairing. It is in times 
like those that the child of God feels the blessed- 
ness of having a heavenly Father to protect him, 
a Saviour to feel for him, and a Holy Spirit to 
lead him. They felt their trials, but they neither 
murmured at nor sank under them. Jean 
Broussel found occasional employment in carry- 
ing messages, or sometimes light parcels ; Cl^- 
mence, who was expert at her needle, obtained 
some fine work, and Marie continued in her post 
at the restaurant's. Thus each added something 
to the conmion purse, and they continued to 
keep themselves above want. 

The restaurant's where Marie Grandier was 
employed was within a few doors of the place 
where the National Convention held its sittings. 
On the day when, fatally for, themselves, the 
royal family fled there for safety, Marie was 
busily engaged at her usual work. Fresh 
comers brought every moment news of what was 
passing in that hall of injustice, and Marie with 
difficulty concealed her horror at the indignities 
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offered to the poor king, and to that noble, 
gracious queen, to whom her heart was devoted. 
But she knew that a tear, or a sigh of interest, 
would have brought ruin to herself and her com- 
panions, and she managed to preserve an appear- 
ance of unconcern. Suddenly there was a call 
for refreshment for the royal family, who had 
been for nine hoiu's enduring tortures of mind 
in a stifling atmosphere without tasting food. 
Appetite, in truth, they had none ; but the poor 
children especially craved for water, and some 
one was at last despatched to the neighbouring 
restaurant, but he was in haste to return to the 
assembly, and would not wait. A little time 
ago the noblest in the land would have deemed 
it an honour to present, on bended knee, the 
most costly wines or dishes on golden salvers 
to their sovereigns, and now, the only person 
who could be found, in their hour of extreme 
need, to offer them a little orangeade and some 
bread and fruit, was a poor deformed kitchen- 
servant. Marie dared not show her delight 
at being allowed to perform this little service, 
which some had refused from fear, and some out 
of senseless hatred. 

The king and his unhappy family, together 
with the Princess de Lamballe^ and the Marquise 
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de, Tourzel, had been at length permitted to 
leave the Hall of Assembly, and to withdraw 
into a small room, or rather closet, adjoining. 
There,, overpowered by their suflferings, by the 
heat and the crowd of their bitter enemies, by 
fatigue and anxiety, they sank down exhausted. 
The dauphin, now about eight years old, was 
on his mother's knees, hiding his head in her 
bosom. The poor loving woman stroked her 
child's soft curls and wetted them with her tears 
of agony. Her daughter, the Princess Maria 
Theresa, of fourteen, stood close to her, with 
compressed lips and pale rigid face, unable to 
find vent for her terror in tears, but compre- 
hending more fully than the dauphin the horrors 
of their situation. The king's sister, the saint- 
like Princess Elizabeth, seemed, Uke him, to be 
stunned and almost crushed; only sometimes, 
when the threats anH imprecations against the 
king and queen rose louder, a shudder ran 
through the frame of that unhappy princess. 
This was the scene that presented itself to Marie 
Grandier as the door was rudely thrown open, 
and, with some brutal remark on her own appear- 
ance, she was bid to enter. The insult to her- 
self she heeded not — she was accustomed to such 
usage ; but the sight of so much greatness in 
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such a depth of misery was ahnost m&re tbab 
she could bear. The tears coursed down her 
face as, with the deepest reyerenoe, she presented 
the tray first to the queen. Mechanically she 
took a glass, and, raising her son's head with one 
hand, with the other put the cooling drink to his 
parched lips. As the child, half unconsdous, 
drank what was given him, Marie thought of 
that Holy One to whom, in His hour of agony on 
the cross, vinegar and gall had been offered. 
The same thought was in the mind of Marie 
Antoinette; for she said softly and lovingly to 
the child, "Christ, the Son of God, drank a 
bitter cup for our sakes, dear boy. He did not 
refuse the vinegar and gall, apd we will be con- 
tent with this." The young dauphin smiled 
sadly as he drank again, and then, gently push* 
ing away the bread and fruits, hid his face against 
his mother's shoidder. After all the royal party 
had tasted the food Marie withdrew, with a 
heart more loyal and devoted than ever, and 
thinking herself richly repaid by a word of 
thanks from the queen's lips. 

At one o'clock in the morning, after an up- 
roarious debate of sixteen hours, the assembly 
broke up, and the royal family was taken to what 
had formerly been a convent. There, instead of 
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the grandeur and luxury of Versailles or the 
Tuileries, they were allowed only four small 
rooms, and those closely guarded, not by faithful 
soldiers or loyal servants, but by their bitter 
enemies. Three days after, on the 13th of 
August, they were removed to the Temple, 
This building had once belonged to the Knights 
Templars, who had surrounded it with high 
thick waUs, till it resembled a small fortification, 
and had, indeed, been used as such in earlier 
times. Jean Broussel, Marie, and Cl^mence, 
were among the spectators assembled to gaze at 
the melancholy sight, the removal of their king 
and queen from one prison to another. For- 
tunately the wretches who composed that multi- 
tude were too much engaged in feasting their 
cruel eyes on their unhappy victims, in hooting 
at and insulting them in language too shocking 
to be repeated, to notice the swollen eyes and 
dejected appearance of our friends. The pro- 
cession did not set out till five in the afternoon, 
and to prolong the torture it went at a foot's 
pace, so that night had closed in when it arrived 
at the Temple, which looked doubly gloomy by 
torchlight. The heavy iron gates creaked and 
groaned as they slowly swung open to receive 
the royal prisoners, and then closed with an 
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ominous clang which sounded like a farewell to 
hope, liberty, and life. 

About a fortnight after these events, Eoucher, 
who had shared in all the scenes of bloodshed 
and wickedness, appeared late one evening at 
Broussel's lodgings. The girls were gone to 
bed, but the old man was smoking his pipe in 
the street, which was at that hour quiet and 
still. His thoughts were sad indeed ; yet, painful 
as was his situation, not knowing what a day 
might bring forth, it was not for himself or even 
his young charge that he grieved. He could 
fearlessly trust himself and them to his Heavenly 
Father, who had preserved him in so many 
perils, and whatever might happen he knew 
** the Everlasting Arms " were under him ; but 
the misfortunes of his beloved sovereigns, the 
ruin of his country, and the wickedness around 
hiip, made his heart die within him, and as he 
slowly paced up and down he every now and 
then ejaculated, " How long, O Lord, how long 
wilt thou bear with this people P " He was 
roused from his reverie by a slap on his back, 
and a loud voice exclaiming with an oath, 
" Holloa 1 old comrade, what ! mooning about 
here by thyself; why dost thou not come with 
me, and take part in the glorious struggle for 
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Kberty? All right now; that pestilent brood 
are snug, and we'll have no more kings and 
queens and such stuff. We are all equal, Citizen 
Broussel ;" and here Eoucher threw his red cap 
up in the air, and, catching it, again rammed it 
down with violence on the old soldier's noble head. 
This was more than Maitre Jean could bear, and, 
taking it off indignantly, he was on the point of 
trampling it underfoot, when Boucher's counte- 
nance reminded him of his imprudence. " Come, 
come, Citizen, have a care ; I've stood thy friend 
for some time, or thou and those dainty young 
girls would have found thyselves in a prison long 
ago ; but I can't do so any more if I suspect thee 
of being a friend of that Capet family ; indeed, I 
ought to give thee up, to denounce thee at once, 
only for old friendship, and that thou didst save 
my life once." 

Smothering his indignation, Maitre Broussel 
got out some words about his being startled, and 
not expecting to see Boucher, and contrived to 
mollify the half drunken man. 

" Ah ! well, well ! if thou didst not mean to 
insult the cap of liberty ; — ^but see now. Citizen, T 
came here on purpose to do thee a service. /, 
Citizen Jacques Tonn^re Boucher, I hold an office 
of consequence in the state. I have in my keep- 
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ing, under my thumb, the whole Capet family ; 
yes, open thine old eyes if thou wilt, I am 
head gaoler at the Temple ! And I came here 
to-night to offer thee a situation under me, 
lodging and food, and all at the expense of the 
state— the Hepublic, I mean. The Eepablic wants 
some one to clean the lamps in the Temple, and 
I, Jacques — no, I forget, my new name is Cato — I, 
Cato Boucher, appoint thee Jean Brousselj 
Citizen ; and as thou art old, thou mayest bring 
those girls with thee, and they can do odd jobs 
for Citoyenne Antoinette Capet and her cubs, 
that is, provided the girls are good and true 
republicans — there !" and another slap on the 
back wound up Citizen Cato's oration. Maitre 
Jean, now really taken by surprise, hesitated, and 
thanked the man who, with all his faults, certainly 
meant kindly by him, and was going to beg for 
time to consider, when a soft voice at his elbow 
whispered, " Accept, uncle ; thank the Citizen, 
and oh ! do say yes." It was Marie, who, hear- 
ing a loud voice in the street, and knowing her 
uncle was still there, had crept down, fearing 
some evil might befall him, and she had, un- 
observed, heard Roucher's speech and offer. 
The great wish of the poor girl's heart was to be 
of some service to the queen and the dauphin ;' 
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find slie felt that, once admitted within the 
Temple, all three, they might be able to do some- 
thing, what she did not clearly even imagine ; but 
such things had been, as noble prisoners being 
saved by faithful servants, and why not again ? 
Thus she found courage to whisper her earnest 
prayer in her uncle's ear, and disappeared up the 
narrow staircase, before Citizen Cato had done 
much more than catch sight of a fluttering white 
garment. Maitre Jean understood his niece's 
feeling, and indeed shared it ; he was, therefore, 
now under no scruples on her account or 
Cl^mence's, who was always led by her more 
strong-minded friend, and he closed at once with 
Boucher's offer, and promised to be at the 
Temple the next day. 

When Cl^mence was told of their new occupa- 
tion, she felt rather alarmed at the idea of spend- 
ing the whole day within those awfiil walls, and she 
shed a few tears, and wished herself safe back in 
Mirandel with her mother ; but a few words from 
Marie soon dispelled her fears, though she hardly 
agreed with her that there could be no nobler 
fate for them than to sacrifice their lives for their 
king and his unhappy queen and children. Early 
in the morning the little party knocked at a low 
but strongly barred gate leading into the Temple ; 
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it flew open to them, when they asked for Citizen 
Roucher, and that now important person forth- 
with appeared, in a somewhat dirty blouse, the 
sleeves of which were tucked up, an old round 
hat on his head, and a clay pipe in his mouth. 
This was the gaoler of Louis XVI., and of 
Marie Antoinette, the daughter of the Empress 
Maria Theresa, in whose jrace pride was an inheri- 
tance. Poor Princess ! thou hast been severely 
punished for the faults of thy youth ; but thou 
art learning that which will win thee a heavenly 
crown. Eoucher began immediately to instruct 
his followers in their new duties. Broussel's con- 
sisted in cleaning and lighting all the lamps in 
the building, and the two girls were to perform 
various menial offices in the rooms where the 
royal family was held in close captivity. At this 
announcement, Marie had some difficulty in con- 
cealing her delight ; but she knew that the least 
sign of loyalty, or even of pity, would ensure her 
instant dismissal, and she felt that, in the present 
instance, dissimulation was necessary. 

Like all people of vulgar mind, Roucher was 
anxious to show off his power before his friends ; 
and so, taking some keys from his pocket, he said, 
" Come along, old fellow, and you two young 
Citoyennes, come with me, and J will just show 
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tbee where we have stowed that vile brood away. 
I am under no ceremony with any- of them, though 
I fancy they don't much like it, ha-ha 1 so much 
the better ;" and with an odious laugh, he flung 
open the door of a room at the head of a narrow 
stone staircase, and noisily bidding his com- 
panions, who hung back, to follow him, entered a 
second apartment. In this room were assembled 
the queen and her children, the Princess Elizabeth, 
the Princess Lamballe, the dauphin's governess, 
Madame de Tourzel, and the queen's dresser, a 
person of the name of Basire. They showed no 
surprise at Roucher's entry, or at his rude 
language ; indeed, they all continued their em- 
ployments without even looking up, which gave 
the great official much offence. 

" Look you here, Femme Capet ; this is my 
friend Citizen Broussel : he will take charge of 
your lamps, and you are all of you to attend to 
what he says, and to respect him just as much 
as me." 

The queen took no notice of this insolent 
speech, upon which her tormentor turned to the 
dauphin, saying, " Holloa, little Capet ; dost thou 
know that liberty makes us all equal now ?" and 
then, without waiting for an answer, puffed 
way at his pipe, filling the room with the smell 
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of the yeiy worst tobacco, and had the satisfac<* 
tion at last of witnessing the queen's annoyance, 
for the horrid smell drew the water into her 
eyes, and made her sneeze several times. Marie 
and Clemenoe could haye torn the monster in 
pieces for his brutality ; and how much greater 
was Marie's disgust when, pulling her forward, 
the man continued, " Look here, Femme Capet ; 
this girl owes her crooked back and the death of 
her mother to thee. As if thou wert worth the 
loss of so many lives of good citizens! Ah! 
that is all scored up against thee, and thou wilt 
now have to answer for it." 

Marie Antoinette remained silent; but she 
cast a look on Marie which went to her heart, 
for she saw she was recognized, and, of course, 
in such company, must be thought an en^ny. 
She thought of the look our Saviour gave Peter j 
but she felt that she was not a traitor, for how 
gladly would she have thrown herself at her 
royal mistress's feet, and proclaimed her grati- 
tude and devotion. But she remembered that 
the first sacrifice she could make, in order to 
serve this poor lady, was that of her own feelings. 
And it was in truth a sacrifice ; for what can be 
more painful to a feeling heart than to be obliged 
to appear ungrateful to those for whom you 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE PRINCESS. IIB 

would willingly give up your life ? Boucher now 
led the way out, leaving his victims to almost 
the only comfort granted them, the enjoyment of 
each other's society. Alas 1 they were soon to 
be deprived of even that. As they descended 
the stairs he pointed to a door, and said, " That 
is wfiere old Capet is caged, but I shan't open 
it now ; the stupid creature is for ever on his 
knees praying ; however, he can't pray himself 
out of prison, or on his throne again, that's 
certain." 

When our three friends were alone at night, 
they gave way to the emotions they had been 
forced to conceal all day, and they prayed 
fervently that God would show them some 
means of serving these royal victims to popular 
rage and cruelty. They again determined not 
only to command their words and looks, but 
even to force themselves to speak against 
the prisoners, so that they might have full 
liberty to enter their apartments without 
Boucher, or any of his equally brutal myrmi- 
dons. This, however, did not happen for some 
time ; they found themselves very closely watched 
for the first fortnight, and were therefore un- 
able to attract the notice of any of the royal 
party, none of whom, indeed, ever vouchsafed 

I 
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them a look. At length Eoucher appeared to 
have satisfied himself that his old comrade was 
a staunch democrat, and might be trusted to 
enter the prisoners' rooms alone. On the third 
day that this occurred, Broussel contriyed to brush 
roughly by the queen's table, and in so doing 
to throw down the needlework which was on it. 
He stooped to pick it up, and at the same 
moment slipped under it a smaU piece of paper, 
on which was written these words : — " The 
deformed girl is not ungrateful; she and her 
companions are your friends : trust them, and tell 
them what they can do." Broussel placed the 
work on the table again, saying, in a rude tone, 
for he feared spies or listeners at the glass door 
which divided the two rooms, " There, Femme 
Capet, what do you give a good citizen the 
trouble of stooping for ?" 

The following day, Eoucher accompanied 
Maitre Jean on his rounds; but the ensuing 
morning the king's sister offered him a pinch 
of snuff when his back was turned to the door, 
and in the box was a tinyroU of paper, which he 
carefully put in his pocket till the evening. When 
alone at night, this was eagerly examined, and 
found to contain a few words of thanks, and a 
prayer that these kind friends would keep them 
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informed of all that concerned tlie king's affairs. 
Days, weeks, and months passed by without any 
amelioration in the fate of the poor prisoners. 
Occasionally, Marie, or the others, found means 
to whisper a word of information, for which they 
deemed themselves richly paid by a kind look or 
a mournful smile. During this time they had 
many opportunities of witnessing the simple 
daily life of the royal captives. The king 
always rose at six, and, disregarding the rude 
staring of his guards, who stood looking through 
tlie glass door that divided his room from theirs, 
he performed his morning devotions. Long and 
fervently Louis prayed for his country, for his 
unhappy family, and for his enemies. As soon 
as he was dressed, his valet, the only servant 
allowed him, went to the floor above to dress 
the dauphin, and at nine the queen and her 
children, and the Princess Elizabeth, joined the 
king at breakfast. Then he returned with them 
to their apartment, where he spent the day, 
instructing his son in Latin and geography, his 
own favourite study, wliile the queen superin- 
tended her daughter's lessons. In fine weather 
they were allowed to take exercise in the Temple 
Gardens, very different ones from the beautiful 
grounds at Versailles, or even at the Tuileries ; 
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but still, the air, and the comfort of seeing the 
poor little dauphin run about and forget his 
sorrows in a game at ball, though closely 
guarded, gave the poor father and mother a 
momentary relief. At two o'clock they dined, 
and afterwards played a game of piquet or of 
trictrac, and at four Louis took an hour's nap, 
during which time there was profound stillness 
in the room, where all were equally anxious that 
he should enjoy that short respite from care and 
sorrow. After the king's waking, Cleiy, one of 
their followers who had been permitted to share 
their prison, gave the young prince a lesson in 
writing and arithmetic. After supper the queen 
generally read aloud, and at an early hour the 
dauphin went to bed; but when he was un- 
dressed he invariably ran to his mother, kissed 
her, and then, kneeling by her side, said his 
evening prayer aloud, unless some of the Com- 
missioners of Public Safety had chosen that 
hour to intrude on the royal privacy, as they 
often did. When the king had taken his even- 
ing meal he went to his son's bedside, gently 
kissed the sleeping boy, and after tenderly em- 
bracing the others, retired below for the night. 
Poor souls ! they would now have thought them^- 
selves happy to have been allowed to continue 
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this uneventful dull life. But their barbarous 
tyrants had no such merciful intentions. We 
have said 'that the Princess de Lamballe ac- 
companied her queen and friend into captivity. 
That brave and noble woman had once contrived 
to escape to England ; but, hearing the danger 
her beloved mistress was in, she returned before 
the royal family was removed to the Temple. 
There she had been separated from them, and 
thrown into a common prison with the vilest of 
criminals. Early one morning the door of the 
queen's apartment was roughly opened, and 
Eoucher, together with some of the Deputies of 
the Assembly, entered, a fiend-like joy in their 
countenances. 

" Ha, ha ! Louis Capet ; — and thou too, Eenmie 
Capet, there is something for you to look at — 
you'll see an old friend's face out of the win- 
dow." 

Marie Antoinette had not time to observe the 
warning looks of Broussel, or the horror de- 
picted on the countenances of Marie and Cle- 
mence, who had crept in after Eoucher and his 
crew, before she was dragged to the window ; 
and there, what a sight met her eyes ! Held 
aloft on a pike by a horrible looking woman, or 
rather a cannibal, was the bleeding head of the 
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queen's devoted friend, the Princess de Lamballe, 
the long beautiful hair streaming, the features 
ghastly! It was too much for her to bear, 
inured to horrors as she had become ; and she 
sank nearly fainting, while the monsters below 
shouted and danced like furies, and the monsters ^ 
above feasted their eyes on the terror and misery 
of their victims. The murdered princess had 
been summoned before the bloody tribunal, 
which dealt death around, and was of course 
condemned to the guillotine, though no crime 
could be alleged against her, save that of being 
the friend of Marie Antoinette. This was one 
and not the least bitter drop in the cup of sor- 
row the queen was to drain to the very dregs. 
Scarcely had she in any degree recovered this 
shock, when, about a month later, an order came 
that the king should be taken away from his 
family and confined in a separate tower ; a little 
later, the queen was also removed into another 
apartment in the same tower, but her beloved 
son was taken from her and brought to the king. 
The child was only restored to her when the 
king was finally brought to judgment and all 
intercourse with his beloved ones denied him. 
This happened in January, 1793. 

On the evening of the 20th of January, when 
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Broussel and Marie went as usual to the king's 
apartment to perform their several duties, they 
found the ante-room crowded with guards and 
deputies. Filled with anxious forebodings they 
too pressed forward, and through the glass door 
they were witnesses of a scene which wrung their 
hearts with anguish. On a low stool the king 
sat, surrounded for the last time on earth by his 
weeping family. The dauphin was on his knee, 
kissing his face, hands, and clothes, and bathing 
them with his tears. The unhappy father, 
striving for composure, in vain sought to bless 
his child — his blessing, the only legacy he had to 
leave out of aU his once proud possessions ! The 
queen, his daughter, and sister, all hung over 
him in grief too deep for words, for never more 
shall they meet on earth. On this day, Louis 
XVI. had been sentenced to a violent and unjust 
death, and but a few hours of life remained to 
him on earth ; but the martyr's crown awaited 
him in heaven, while from his cruel enemies we 
may be sure a fearful reckoning will be demanded 
for every pang inflicted by their barbarity. The 
noise of muffled drums and trumpets announced 
the next morning the arrival of the moment 
when Louis was to be conveyed to the scene of 
his execution, or rather murder. With tears 
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and cries, the queen implored to be allowed one 
last parting embrace, but her piteous entreaties 
were rudely repulsed. The little dauphin knelt 
at the feet of the monsters who held guard over 
him, but in vain, and soon the sound of cannon 
and the. tumultuous shouts of the mob told that 
Louis XVI. was no more. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Some months passed after the murder of the 
king — months when, under the name of liberty 
and equality, the most unrestrained and ruthless 
tyranny prevailed, the tyranny of fifty thousand 
men of blood over thirty millions of people. 
The guillotine never ceased its murderous work, 
and blood flowed in torrents, not only that of 
the loyal and good, but of the wretches who now 
denounced and devoured each other. Nothing 
but the most ardent desire of being, perchance, 
of some use or comfort to the unhappy captives, 
prevented Broussel and his companions from 
flying from Paris, or induced them to submit to 
be protected and patronized by Roucher. During 
this time several plans had been laid by the 
queen's Mends to effect her escape, and one of 
these had nearly been put into execution, when 
it was frustrated by one of those apparently 
trivial accidents which often affect the fate of 
kings and kingdoms. In this scheme our friends, 
whose fidelity was now recognized, were to have 
played an important part, and their lives would 
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very likely have been sacrificed. One of the 
Committee of Public Safety, named Toulau, and 
a friend of his, named Lepitre, touched by the 
misfortunes of the queen, and disgusted at the 
state of public affairs, had undertaken the manage- 
ment of the escape. The royal children were to 
change clothes with Marie and Clemence, and 
under cover of the darkness were to accompany 
Broussel when he left the Temple for the night, 
while the queen and the Princess Elizabeth, 
dressed in men's clothes, were to foUow Toulan 
in the character of deputies. Their friends with- 
out were to be in readiness ; the passports were 
obtained, and all promised fairly for the success 
of the plan, when on the very day of its proposed 
accomplishment it fell to the ground, and the 
newly raised hopes of the poor captives vanished 
once more. An outbreak of the populace, which 
had plunder for its object, had occasioned the 
guards at all the barriers to be doubled, and no 
one was to pass without being examined. The 
escape was therefore impossible, and Toulan and 
his friend having become by some means objects 
of suspicion, were forced to save themselves a few 
days after by flight. Another scheme was pro- 
posed, and might have been successful, but it was 
to allow only of the escape of the queen, and the 
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mother refused to be saved without her son. 
Fortunately no one suspected Broussel or the 
girls of any participation in these plans; the 
patronage of so ardent a democrat as Boucher 
was considered a sufficient voucher for their 
fidelity to the cause of liberty, and for their 
hatred of kings and princes. 

Marie Antoinette had yet another torture to 
endure ; her heart-strings were to be once more 
torn, as it were, asunder, before death came to 
release her from her bitter grief. Late one even- 
ing in July, six of the Committee of Public 
Safety came to announce to her that the dauphin 
was to be taken from her— that a mother was not 
the proper guardian of the child ! The unhappy 
woman could scarce believe such a blow could 
be in store even for her. She wept, she en- 
treated, she even bent her knee to these cruel 
men. But they had not the hearts of men, they 
were less merciful than the most savage brute ; 
she might as well have sought pity from a stone. 
They approached the bed where the little prince 
lay, awakened by the unusual noise ; they at- 
tempted to seize him ; then forgetting the queen, 
the poor mother defended him from their in- 
human touch, — she actually fought and struggled 
with the wretches for two hours. Vain straggle 
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of one poor weak woman against six tyrants ! 
Forced to yield, she made a violent effort over 
herself; with trembling hands she dressed the 
boy to follow his persecutors, and embracing 
him with the despair of those who part for ever, 
she whispered, "My darling, forget not thy God, 
nor thy mother who loves thee. Be gentle, and 
wise, and patient." These were the last words 
of a most unhappy mother to her child. That 
poor child, whose fate was, if possible, more 
miserable than that of any of his family, was 
torn from the loving heart of the tenderest of 
mothers, and consigned to the care of Simon, a 
shoemaker, who shared with Boucher the charge 
of gaoler. He was thrust into a cold room, 
where he never ceased the whole night long 
calling out, " My mother. Oh ! my mother, let 
me go to her." The third night of his separa- 
tion Simon slept in the poor child's room, and 
then commenced a series of indignities and peir- 
secutions which would have driven an older 
person, or one less heavenly-minded, mad. This 
royal and innocent young martyr bore all with 
angelic patience; loss of rest, coarse and dis- 
gusting food, blows, spitting, brutal language, 
nothing could move him to anger — ^nothing but 
abuse of his mother— that alone roused him to 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE PBINCE'SS. 125 

reply to his tormentor with indignant spirit, 
which was always punished by increased cruelty. 
On one occasion Simon asked his victim, " Sup- 
posing thou and thy vile family were to get thy 
liberty again, and thou wert to be king, what 
wouldst thou do to me, little Capet?" "Pardon 
thee," was the Christian prince's reply. 
. Fortunately for the hapless Marie Antoinette 
she did not know all the infamous usage to 
which her child was exposed; but she knew 
enough to make her remaining days more bitter 
than ever. And yet there were kind loyal hearts 
near her; but they were powerless. All that 
Marie could do she did. The poor girl had been 
transferred to the que,en's new prison, and having 
discovered that the dauphin was allowed to 
breathe the air on the platform of the Tower, 
she communicated the discovery to the queen, 
who spent hours in watching through crevices in 
the boards which had been put up round her 
tower, and thus caught a distant glimpse of him. 
She saw him; but how changed from her gay, 
joyous boy 1 ,Pale and wan, no sign of mourn- 
ing for his father, but on the contrary, a scarlet 
band round his arm, as in mockery, and the 
abhorred red cap of liberty on Ms head, now 
deprived of aU his pretty flowing curls, such was 
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her child — ^the king of France I But the poor 
queen's sufiPerings were approaching to an end. 
Early on the 2nd of August, two municipal 
officers rudely awakened her, showed her the 
order of the Convention, by which she was to be 
separated from her daughter, and taken to the 
prison called the Conciergerie. There she was 
thrown into the very worst cell, damp and un- 
clean, guarded by two gendarmes, who were 
ordered never to lose sight of her even in her 
sleep. The gaoler and his wife here were, how- 
ever, humane people, and treated their unfortu- 
nate prisoner with kindness. They prepared her 
food, they gave her some little comforts, and 
even contrived to bring her news of her children. 
Madame Sichard went so far as to lend herself 
to a plan for the queen's escape. But this was 
discovered, and the worthy people were thrown 
into prison. Two months and more Marie 
Antoinette spent in the Conciergerie, and on the 
14th of October was brought before the B^volu- 
tionary tribunal. Here her cruel enemies had 
prepared their last blow at her heart. Hubert, 
one of the most infamous men of those infamous 
times, had forced the dauphin (for, to call the 
captive boy king is a mockery) to sign a paper, 
the contents of which he was not permitted to 
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see. This document contained the most dreadful 
accusations against his mother. Por a moment, 
when this was read out in court as the testimony 
of her own child, a sword seemed to pierce 
through her heart ; but, knowing the poor boy's 
innocence in the matter, she soon recovered her 
composure, and refused to reply to the accu- 
sations. 

On the 16th of October, the widow of 
Louis XVI. met her fate with calm composure. 
Samson, the executioner, held her head up to 
the gaping crowd, who had thirsted for her 
blood, and the air was rent with cries of " Vive 
la Eepublique !" The mother was released from 
her cruel sufferings, the child was doomed to a 
more lingering torture. The wretch Simon was 
his gaoler, and constant and sole companion. 
Not content with exercising every species of 
brutality on the person of his innocent victim, 
he endeavoured to corrupt his mind by his coarse 
and blasphemous conversation. But over that 
pure soul the monster had no power. A mo- 
ther's watchful eye and loving heart were indeed 
withdrawn from the child, but " the angel of the 
Lord encampeth round about them that fear 
him, and delivereth them." No word of re- 
proach or impatience ever escaped the young 
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martyr's lips ; he remembered his mother's last, 
words — "Be gentle, and wise, and patient." 
Marie, who had been ordered to attend on 
Simon and his prisoner, was nearly the only 
witness of this cruel usage, which went to her 
heart, and at times she was scarcely able to con- 
tain herself. But the faint hope she still enter- 
tained of in some way serving or comforting the 
unhappy child, now her king, made her struggle 
hard to preserve an appearance of. indifference. 
Only once did she forget her assumed character. 
The dauphin obeyed all the commands of his 
brutal gaoler with the utmost meekness : one only 
he resisted, that was to utter a syllable against 
his mother's memory. One day, after dinner, 
Simon amused himself by singing some odious 
and disgusting doggrel, full of abuse of Marie 
Antoinette, and after shouting it several times, 
ordered her son to repeat the lines after him. 
This the child refused to obey, merely shaking 
his head each time Simon repeated his command. 
This quiet resistance so enraged the man, that 
he seized the dauphin by the hair, and, taking a 
cudgel, threatened to kill him, which, as he was 
more than half drunk, it is by no means impro- 
bable he would have done, had not Marie thrown 
herself between him and his victim. The dau- 
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pliin only looked at her with an expression of gra« 
titude, which more than repaid her for the abuse 
and blows heaped on her by the tipsy savage. 

One evening the boy was sitting alone in the 
twilight ; neither books nor amusements of any 
kind were allowed him ; he was thinking of all he 
loved and who used to love him, and wondering 
what he had done to make people so cruel to him, 
when the bolt of his door was gently undone, 
and a light step approached him, and before he 
could rise from his stool, he found himself in his 
sister's arms. To all her questions, her exclama- 
tions of despair at his altered appearance, he 
answered nothing : he only hid his poor pale face 
on her shoulder and wept. 

** Hast thou nothing to do ?" said the dauphine, 
as she looked round the wretched comfortless 
room. " Does no one teach thee ?" 

" Yes, the Citizen Simon teaches me plenty of 
bad things," he replied softly. 

"But my darling, thou dost not forget to 
pray to God?" 

" I dare not pray out loud any more ; but I 
pray all day long to myself, and aU night too 
sometimes. I wonder when God will hear me 
and take me away from this bad place. • Oh, my 
mother ! when shall I go to her P" 

K 
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The dauphine could scarcely find words through 
her choking sobs, to reply. 

" God does hear thee, my poor darling, and He 
will give thee joy for aU thy suffering ; but thou 
wilt be willing to wait His time, wilt thou not P 
Kemember what our Saviour bore for us, how- 
He was mocked and spit upon ; thou wilt think 
it an honour to be like Him, wilt thou not V 
The child smiled sadly and bowed his head. 
" That is right, Louis, be brave and bear it all ; 
thy Saviour is afflicted in all thy afflictions. 
Dost thou not wonder how I got to thee to-day ? 
We owe this pleasure to the poor girl who used 
to come into our room with the lamplighter. 
She told me that thy gaoler was gone out for 
some time, and she showed me a secret way down 
to this room." 

" Oh ! yes, I know her, and the other girl too. 
I like the crooked one best, she saems very sorry 
for me." 

At that moment the door, which was ajar, was 
hastily opened, and Marie put her head in, saying 
in a whisper, " Quick, Princess ! quick, they are 
coming." The brother and sister embraced, 
with all the strength of anguish and despair, and 
the dauphine fled from the room. Her brother 
looked sorrowfully after her. It was their last 
interview in this world. 
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Before returning to Broussel and his two com- 
panions, we will briefly relate a few remaining 
events in the mournful tale of the dauphin's 
captivity and early death. His sufferings re- 
mained unabated — ^like his patience. Once, when 
Simon's wife, who had joined her husband, was 
taken ill, a medical man was sent for, a Dr. 
Naudin. He found Simon and some of the 
deputies, who occasionally came to visit the 
prison, sitting at table, and the young prince 
standing trembling before the gaoler, who was 
ordering him to sing the horrible verses against 
the late queen. The child, as usual, steadily re- 
fused to obey, and Simon, as usual, was proceed- 
ing to drag him round the room, and even to 
throw him against the wall, undisturbed by the 
deputies, when the Doctor tnterfered, and taking 
hold of Simon with a powerful grasp, exclaimed, 
" Wretch ! what art thou doing ?" Astonished 
at the rebuke, the coward slmik back for once, 
and the deputies looked rather abashed. 

When the Doctor came the next day to visit 
his patient, the young prince approached him 
while Simon was talking to his wife, and holding 
out two little pears which he had* kept from his 
dinner, he said, *' Sir, you seemed sorry for me 
yesterday ; I have nothing but these to offer you, 
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"to show you I am grateful. Pray give me the 
pleasure of taking them." The Doctor was too 
deeply affected to speak, but he took the little 
offering and pressed the hand which gave it, 
while big tears coursed down his cheek. Had 
he been observed, he would probably have paid 
with his head for this mark of feeling. 

As the days became shorter, the yoimg Louis 
was left more and more alone, without candle or 
fire. As long as Marie was in attendance, she 
endeavoured to creep in unobserved, and to talk 
to him, though he seldom answered, except by a 
smile full of sadness. But, as we shall see, even 
this one humble Mend was taken from him, and 
his state became more deplorable than ever. 
Each day, some new torture of mind or body 
was invented by Simbn. This dreadful state of 
things continued tiU after the fall of Robespierre, 
in July, 1794. Some little time previous to that 
event, Simon had ceased to be the prince's 
gaoler, but the unhappy child did not benefit 
much by the change of keepers. He was certainly 
no longer cruelly beaten or insulted, but he was 
entirely neglected. His food was introduced 
through an opening in the wall, he saw no one, 
he forgot the sound of the human voice. His 
bed, his linen, were never changed ; he had not 
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even fresh water to wash in. The object of the 
new rulers of France seemed to be silently and 
slowly to extinguish that young life. And they 
succeeded. In February, 1795, some feeling, 
either of compassion or of curiosity, seemed 
awakened in the mind of the public respecting 
the son of Louis XYI., and three of the Committee 
of Public Safety were sent to inspect his state. 
To aU the questions addressed him by Harmand, 
the leading man of the party, Louis remained 
perfectly silent. In vain he asked him if he 
would like a horse, or books, or companions. 
He sat like a marble figure, no sign even of 
intelligence on his once animated countenance. 
His face drawn and wan, his body shrunk, his 
legs swoUen at the joints, — ^his state touched the 
hearts of even these men. During their visit, 
the prince's dinner was thrust through the usual 
opening in the wall. It consisted of some greasy 
black-looking soup, a piece of meat burnt to a 
cinder and not fresh, and half a dozen roasted 
chesnuts, all served on the commonest earthen- 
ware, a pewter fork and spoon, and no knife. 
This was the dinner of the rightful monarch of 
France ! While the deputies went for an instant 
into the adjoining room, to give some orders for 
other and better food and for wine, Louis eagerly 
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devoured the whole of his wretched fare. Shocked 
at all they saw, the deputies made many inquiries 
of his gaolers, and learned that his food was now 
much better than it had been in the lifetime of 
Simon. They then once more entreated him to 
speak to them, and to tell them what he wished 
for most. In vain they asked : the unhappy boy 
sat motionless, vacantly gazing as though he 
neither heard nor understood: — he had not uttered 
one syllable for a whole year I What must have 
been the degree of misery which had deprived a 
child of the wish or the power to speak ! 
Notwithstanding the representations of the three 
deputies, no medical advice was procured for foil 
three months, when Dr. Dessault was sent to see 
him. The kindness and care of this excellent 
man won the afiPection of the hapless boy, who 
at length relaxed from his long silence, and 
showed evident pleasure in the Doctor's society : 
he used even to cling to him, imploring him to 
remain a little longer. Unfortunately, this kind* 
hearted man died in a few months, and not with- 
out suspicions of having been poisoned. 

Two other physicians were, however, sent to 
attend on Louis, but not until it was too late for 
human aid to restore him to health or life. This 
was done purposely. All they could do, was to 
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soothe his last hours on earth, and render them 
less wretched than the preceding years of his 
short and troubled life. The last day of that 
ISfe, the 8th of June, the doctors carried the 
dying child into another apartment, and laid him 
dose to an open window, where he could see the 
green trees in the garden. He thanked them by 
a feeble smile. "The tender mercies of the 
wicked are cruel," for even in his extremity the 
rulers of France would not allow their victim to 
see his sister the dauphine, still confined on the 
floor above. But he was fast escaping from their 
eruelties ; a few hours more, and the dauphin, 
he who should have been king of France, had 
entered into his rest, and in place of an earthly 
had inherited a heavenly crown. His last words 
were, " My mother." The last and foulest 
murder of this iU-fated royal family was now 
accomplished. At the end of that year, 1793, 
the dauphine was released from her long captivity. 
She married her cousin the Duke d'Augouleme, 
but she never recovered the events of her youth, 
she never wore anything but black, and was 
never seen to laugh. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Wb must now retrace our steps a little, in order 
to follow out the adventures of our three friends 
during this stormy period. After the death <^ 
the queen, Maitre Jean and Cl^mence would 
fain have run all risks and returned to Mirandel. 
The old man felt that life was more uncertain 
than ever, that a trifle might deprive him of the 
protection of Citizen Cato Boucher, and that, 
should anything befall him, these young girls 
would be without a friend or guardian, in the 
midst of the most frightful wickedness and 
danger. It was not that he distrusted the power 
of God to keep his own, but he did not think 
it right to remain with his charge in such scenes 
of sin as weU as peril, unless some duty called 
upon him to do so. These scruples and fears 
for others were, however, destined to vanish 
before the earnest prayers and representations of 
Marie, who gently, but firmly, expressed her 
determination never to abandon the poor little 
dauphin, then at the mercy of the wretch 
Simon. 
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**Do not think me obstinate, dear uncle," 
she would say, " but indeed T cannot leave my 
post. I have been allowed to follow this poor 
angel to his new prison in Simon's room, and as 
long as he is kept there 1 dare not abandon him. 
It is true I can do little for him, but he sees me, 
and knows it is the face of a friend when he 
looks at me: — ^the only friend he has near him — 
bow could 1 leave him ! Besides, 1 may still have 
some opportunity of serving him. God must 
have some purpose in placing me where I am. 
It is so strange that we three, insignificant and 
unknown, should have come so far to further our 
own object, and should have been brought into 
the midst of such scenes, and should have been 
permitted to minister in any way to our queen 
in her distress 1 Dear lady, she often thanked 
me for any little service, and once she said, 
*My poor girl, I know I was the cause of 
grievous harm to you, but you repay good for 
evil, and you will not desert my child when I am 
taken.' How, then, can I go ? No, dear uncle 
and Cl^mence, here is my place. If they kill 
me, what then ? They do but hasten my de- 
parture a little while — ^but you — ^why should you 
stay here ? Go, unde, and take poor Cl^mence 
back to her mother^ if she has been spared; 
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you do not fear to trust me in the hands of 
Godr 

Maitre Jean, touched and delighted with the 
heroisni of a spirit so like his own, kissed 
Marie tenderly as he said, " No, my child, thou 
shalt not abandon the post to which thou hast 
been called, and I will neyer leave thee as long 
as it pleases God to spare me. God has doubt* 
less, as thou sayest, his own wise purposes re- 
specting us, though they may not be such as we 
wish or expect. That is settled ; we will talk no 
more of seeking safety elsewhere, but 'bravely 
meet each day,' and * fear it not, come what, come 
may.* And for you, poor little CUmence " 

" Oh, Maitre Jean, fear not for me ; I will 
gladly share every danger with you and dear 
Marie. Mother would not be glad to see me 
back if I ran away from doing my duty. I 
only wish / could be of any use to the poor 
dear little prince. Francois must be just his 
age now ;" and an involuntary tear rose to the 
poor girl's eyes, as she thought of her once 
merry, happy home. 

Accordingly, these three humble but devoted 
people went on as they had been doing for so 
long, undiscovered and therefore unmolested, 
willing to live, but ready at any moment to 
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sacrifice their lives at the call of duty. Marie 
was never permitted, certainly, to render the poor 
little prisoner any essential service, except that 
once she saved him from Simon's drunken rage ; 
bnt who can teU what comfort that miserable 
child may not have felt from the mere occasional 
presence of a friend — he who now saw none but 
cruel enemies ! One day, when Broussel and the 
two girls were together in the Uttle room allotted 
to them, they heard the loud tones of Citizen 
Cato, and several footsteps heavily ascending 
their narrow staircase. Hastily throwing her 
work over the Bible, out of which Maitre Jean 
had been reading, and which was a proscribed 
book, and a sign of being a Eoyalist, Clemence 
went towards the door, which in another minute 
was flung open, and Boucher entered, followed 
by an elderly man whom they did not know. 

" Ha ! citizens — all well here ? I have brought 
you an old friend of yours, one Citizen Perrault, 
fresh from the country, and a good democrat. 
Tt was lucky I met him, for there he was wander- 
ing hither and thither, as I chanced to pass by 
and heard him ask at your late master the 
restaurant's, Citizen Grandier, where you were 
to be found. So here he is; but you don't 
seem so mightily glad to see him ; no mistake, I 
hope : he is not an aristocrat after all?" t 
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Maitre Jean was on the point of saying thai 
it must be a mistake, and that he knew no one 
of the name of Perrault, excepting an old woman 
who was half-witted, when Marie, who had been 
attentively observing the new-comer, sprang 
forward, and, seizing his hand, shook it heartily 
exclaiming, " Oh, Citizen Perrault, how glad we 
are to see you ! you are grown so thin, my uncle 
and Clemence did not know their old friend. 
How is Barbette and the children ? and is the 
widow Le Brun still alive ?*' 

Citizen Perrault grunted some answer, in a 
sort of patois, while Maitre Jean, who was 
somewhat bewildered, but who saw that he must 
come to Marie's support, began slapping his 
unknown friend on the back, and expressing his 
delight, and Clemence began to think every one 
was gone mad. 

" Well, I have no time to waste here, so good- 
bye ;" and Citizen Cato descended the staircase 
as noisily as he had come up. 

Not till she had looked outside their room 
and down the passage, did Marie venture to 
utter a word ; but then, returning and bolting 
the door, she ran up to their visitor, and this 
time she not only seized but kissed his hand, 
saying, " Oh I Father Michel ! oh sir 1 what joy 
to see you once more ;" and, assisting him to 
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pull off a red handkerchief which concealed the 
lower part of his face, and a large brown wig, 
their friend stood before them. Long and affec- 
tionate were the mutual greetings, and many 
were the questions asked of Father Michel con- 
cerning widow Le Brun, and all their friends 
at Mirandel. As soon as their surprise and 
excitement had a little subsided. Father Michel 
endeavoured to satisfy their anxiety. 

"I have, alas! no good news to tell you; 
though, when I left Mirandel, your mother and 
brother were alive and well in health. But 
they, and all my poor friends, are ruined by this 
dreadful Kevolution and living in daily fear for 
their lives. As you know, all religion is abolished 
in this unhappy country. Roman Catholic priests 
are proscribed, and, as well as those of the re- 
formed religion, murdered if they are discovered. 
For some time, I and some members of my flock 
met in secret for prayer and the study of the 
Word of God. Never wa^ it more needed than 
in these awful times, when wickedness seems to 
have come/ in Hke a flood. But a month ago, 
I was warned that our hiding-place was dis- 
covered, and that we were to be attacked and 
taken prisoners the following night. For myself, 
I feared not the death we should surely have 
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met| for none leave their prisons except for the 
guillotine. But as it is our duty to preserve the 
lives of others, I advised my poor friends to 
meet no more at present, and, to avoid entailing 
danger on them by my presence, I left MiranddL 
I then determined to come to Pans and discovcar 
if you, my friends, had been spared, -and to 
bring you tidings of all those you loved. Thy 
mother, Cl^mence, could hardly be prevailed on 
not to accompany me; but the dangers of all 
sorts are now so great in travelling, that I per- 
suaded her to remain at Mirandel. The chateau 
had been attacked by some of those bands of 
ruffians who are swarming all over the land, all 
the fine pictures burnt, and the plate and valu- 
ables stolen, while the Count himself narrowly 
escaped with his life. His servant, and former 
accomplice in sin, Charles, headed the attack. 
The Count is now, I believe, in Paris, and has 
become a furious Jacobin, and a member of the 
Kevolutionaiy Committee. He professed the 
most violent enmity to me on all occasions, and 
used to accuse me of comipting his people by 
my ' low democratic Protestant preachings.' 
He will not be the less violent against me now 
that he has joined the Mountain.* But I fear 

* Thenaznegirentofheoztreinepartyof JaoobinB. 
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bim not. My life is in the hands of my Qod, 
and, be it long or be it short, my strength shall 
be spent in His sendee." 

Maitre Jean took his friend's hand, and, 
wringing it earnestly, said, ''My dear, dear 
master, it is written that many shall enter the 
kingdom of heaven through much tribulation, 
and I well know thou wilt be a willing martyr 
to the cause of our Sayiour. Yet I would gladly 
save thee if I could. Thou art in much danger 
here. Spies are everywhere, even, they say, in 
the very prisons. How gladly would I yield up 
my old and worthless life for thee, and thou 
wouldst protect these poor children." 

" Thanks, my old friend, I know thy faith and 
thy courage, but fear not for me. I will not 
throw away my life, I promise thee ; as long as 
there is work for me to do I will live right 
willingly. And I have already found out some 
to whom my prayers and the Word of God are 
welcome in this time of need, for I have been 
ten days in Paris, and have been seeking thee 
everywhere. But now tell me how it is I find 
thee here, in the very precincts of a prison, and 
yet not prisoners." 

Maitre Jean then related all that had befallen 
them, while Marie and Gl^mence were obliged to 
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return to their different duties. The old Mends 
did not separate for some time, and then agreed 
upon an hour for an undisturbed meeting in 
future. For some little time they continued to 
see each other in safety and without suspici<»», 
and many happy hours they spent together, 
happy, because, though in the midst of death, 
they had resigned themselves to the will of God, 
and each felt that although every parting might 
be their last on earth, they would meet again 
where there should " be no more death, neither 
sorrow nor crying." It was about this period, 
that Citizen Eoucher was displaced from his 
office, and was succeeded by a far more furious 
democrat. " The Eeign of Terror " was at its 
height. The Girondists, the more moderate 
party in the republic, were obHged to yield to 
the Jacobins or the Mountain : most of the emi- 
nent men among them perished on the scaf- 
fold, and blood flowed in torrents. Not only 
royalists, but all suspected of a leaning to the 
Girondists were thrown into prison, from which 
the passage to the guillotine was short and certain. 
One day, about two months after Father 
Michel's arrival, as he was slowly proceeding to 
join his Mends at the usual hour of meeting, he 
observed that he was watched by a young man 
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at the opposite side of the street. Unwilling to 
bring Broussek and the poor girls into danger, 
he altered his course, and turned into an opposite 
^Brection; but he still found himself followed. 
Wienever he turned sharply round the young 
man averted his face, and pretended to look at 
some shop window. Once, however, Father 
Michel, for so we must still call him, though he 
had long ceased to belong to the church of Rome, 
caught a glimpse of some well-known features, 
and from that instant he felt that he was recog- 
nized and lus fate was sealed. This certainty 
did not cause him to quicken his pace, or to seek 
to avoid his enemy. On the contrary, he experi- 
enced a sensation almost of relief, that he was 
now no longer obliged to continue a disguise 
against which his soul had always revolted ; and 
he therefore quietly regained his lodging, deter- 
mined there to await his arrest. His only anxiety 
was to warn his poor friends of the danger 
impending over them, for he had no doubt, that 
this was not the first time he had been watched, 
or that his usual haunts had been observed. In 
those fearful times no one considered their Kves 
safe for a single day or hour, and this feeling of 
insecurity produced very different effects. The 
unbeliever, or the careless, who had practically 
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lived without God in the world, though with 
their lips they may have acknoivledged Him; 
these, for the most part, continued in their god* 
less life ; saying, " We mtist perish if it be our 
fate, what is the use of making ourselves wretched 
before the time? Let us eat and drink, So€ 
to-morrqw we die." And these persons, even uk 
the very prisons, were gay and light-hearted, 
laughing at death as they did at everything that 
was serious and real. When some from among 
them were taken from the prison to the guillo- 
tine, they did not cease their amusements, and 
this not from hardness or selfishness, but simply 
because they knew their turn would come next, 
and knowing or caring nothing about a future 
life, they resolved to «njoy the present one to the 
last. It was no such reckless indifference or 
unhappy unbelief that inspired Father Michel, 
(or many others), with calmness and courage in 
the face of certain danger and death. He was 
sure that the men of blood would soon be at his 
door, and that the hour he had long expected 
was come at last ; but he was also sure that the 
God whom he had served so many years, though 
with many shortcomings, would not desert him 
in that hour. And the hereafter/ his heart beat 
and his eyes beamed with rapture at the thought. 
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Ke liad hardly had time to collect his few papers, 
and one or two books, all his worldly possessions, 
and to commend to the care of his Heavenly 
7ather those friends whom he could not shield 
from danger, when the soimd of steps on his 
staircase, and a loud tap at his door, announced 
Hhe arrival of those who were to arrest him. As 
soon as the two men entered, they demanded if 
he were not one Michel de Montmorin, a disguised 
priest, and on his answering that such was his 
family name, and that he had formerly been a 
priest and was still a servant of God, they told 
him he was arrested on the accusation of Citizen 
D^spr^z. Neither replying to nor disputing 
with these emissaries of an unjust power, he 
quietly submitted, and was taken to the Abbaye, 
one of the many prisons filled with the victims 
of the revolution. This occurred at the begin- 
ning of Thermidor,* just previous to the dose of 
" the*Eeign of Terror," when it had assumed its 
moat dreadful form. Those who were accused, 
were not any longer permitted to have counsel 
to defend them. To be accused, was, therefore, 
to be condemned. The rule in the prisons was 
rendered far more severe, and all gaolers con- 

* The names of the months were changed under the 
repxtblic. 
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vieted of the erime of kindness or pity were dis- 
{daoed. Friends were purposely separated, and 
the food of the prisoners reduced to one soontj 
meal a-day. The levity and careless gaiety of 
the thoughtless or the jnrofane had ceased, msA 
were replaced by horror and gfeomy despair, 
while those pure and holy ones who had nevet 
affected indifference, though they had practised 
the most perfect resignation, shone forth in theii 
quiet courage and devotion, with such heavenly 
brightness, that many a professed unbeliever 
eould not but admire and, perhaps, envy them. 

I have said that Father Michel had recognized 
his pursuer, though that person had studiously 
averted his face, either from shame or lest his prey 
should escape him. The Count de St. Amand, for 
it was no other, on the loss of his di&teau, had 
assumed another name, and joined the ranks of 
the Jaeobins^ in order to save not only hia 
property but his head. It was only by agreeing 
with his new allies in their most blood-thirsfy 
excesses, that he could convince them of hit 
sincerity in the cause of " liberty," as their cruel 
tyranny was called. He entered vehemently into 
all their bloody schemes, and his great desire 
was to bring some of what he called " his 
enemies " before the tribunal. He had caught 
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tight of Father Michd, the particular object of 
hia hatred, the day after his arrival in Paris, but 
was not able on that occasion to follow him. 
Great, therefore, was his savage joy on finding 
hiattelf again on his tiroes, and, as Father Michd 
made no attempt at avoiding him, he fancied 
timself unobserved. 

The whole of that day Maitre Jean and Marie 
spent in the greatest anxiety and alarm for the 
fiite of their beloved friend. He did not appear, 
and towards evening Broussd ventured to go to 
the street where he lodged, and even asked if 
any arrests had iakea place that morning. It 
was an unfortunate question, for one of St. 
Amand's spies was on the spot, sent there in 
hcypes of detecting some of Father Michel's 
friends whom his master felt sure were in Paris. 
The man carelessly answered, ^That several 
peopk had gone away in the cart to the prisons ; 
he fancied there was a disguised priest among 
them," and then began finding fault with the 
Convention, in hopes his companion would betray 
himself. Maitre Jean did not reply, but he 
OQiBld scarcely conceal his emotion, and the 
bloodhound felt he was on the scent of a new 
^Gtim. Accordingly he did not lose sight of 
BxoQssel till the latter had reached his abode at 
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the gate of the prison, though he fancied the old 
man had not observed him. In that he was 
mistaken. It was late before the two girls were 
released from their daily toil. They found 
Maitre Jean weary, and more exhausted thasi 
was usual with him, though he did not complafn. 
He told them all he had learned, and said he had 
no doubt from the Count's enmity against Father 
Michel that he had denounced him, adding witii 
a smile, " He would not spare us either, children, 
if he found us. Poor man I " They heard the 
intelligence with sorrow, but without surprise: 
death had long ceased to excite it. ''Dear 
Father Michel," said the ardent Cl^mence, " how 
can the Count be so wicked as to harm him who 
has passed his life in doing good?*' "Alas! 
dear child, One, more perfect than he, suffered a 
cruel death ; ' He was taken as a lamb to the 
slaughter, though no guHe was found in His 
mouth;' why should His servants &re better 
than their Lord P No, we must not grieve for 
our dear pastor and friend, for soon he will be 
set free, released from this miserable scene of 
bloodshed and crime, and will be in the presence 
of his Lord. One short moment's pain, and then 
an eternity of happiness ! * In thy presence is fit- 
ness of joy ; at thy right hand there are pleasures 
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for eyermore.'" The old man as he finished 
speaking clasped his hands, and his face shone 
with heavenly rapture, while Marie murmured, 
•* Yes, * I shall be satisfied when I awake with 
Tfay likeness.' " They remained silent for some 
time, when Maitre Jean rousing himself said, 
**My children, our days, too, may be short, let 
<18 pray once more together," and kneeling down 
lie poured forth his whole heart before God with 
fervency and almost transport. Earnestly did 
he pray for his unhappy country, and for those 
he loved ; but still more earnestly did he thank 
Ids Heavenly Father for his mercies to such a 
sinner as himself. He dwelt on all his dangers 
and escapes, and gave glory to God, who had 
not only preserved him, but had brought him 
^'out of great darkness into His marvellous 
light ;" and had made him the means of leading 
some of his fellow-sinners into the fold. He 
prayed that it would please Grod to comfort and 
•€heer his dear friend and pastor in his captivity ; 
and, lastly, he prayed for that unhappy man who 
he doubted not had betrayed him to death. ^ He 
ceased, but did not rise from his knees, and his 
bead rather sunk on his breast. Marie did not 
like to disturb him, but remained for a minute 
looking with awe and veneration at the dear. 
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good old man : she could almost haye fancied she 
Baw a halo ronnd his head, and in fact the blight 
rays of the moon shone upon him, making a 
circle <^ light round his figure. She was dis* 
turbed in her silent contemplation by a loud 
knocking at the wicket, and orders to qpeo 
instantly. For an instant she shuddered: the 
moment so long expected was then come, and 
her beloved unde — ^she thought not of herself — 
was to die cm the scaffold. Then casting (me 
look at him whom the sounds had not roused, 
flhe drew back the bolts and gare admittance to 
two men, one of whom taking her by the arm 
roughly, said, '* What dost thou mean by keeping 
good citizens like us waiting at the door? So 
you hare been all living here pretending to be 
good democrats, and after all you turn out to be 
detestable Boyalists! I warrant, thou little 
humpback, thou wouldst hare let that little 
Capet loose if thou couldst. And that old 
kneeling hypocrite there, the lamplighter too ! 
But come along, did fellow, thy snivdling prayers 
are no use now — ^thou and thy niece, Marie 
Grandier, are arrested for having harboured a 
disguised priest ; Citizen D^spr^z has denounced 
thee, so look sharp and get up. Here, Jacque, 
give the old boy a poke with thy bayonet." Marie 
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and Cl^meiice flew to the old man to prevent 
these wretches from touching him; they gently 
withdiew his arms from the table which sup- 
ported them, the head sunk still lower, — one 
gbnoe at his &ce told it all — ^Maitre Jean was 
dead 1 Tn the attitude of prayer, and with the 
words of thanksgiving oa his lips, God had 
added the last and greatest mercy of all — He had 
taken His faithM servant to Himself. The joy 
he had antidpated for his Mend was now his 
own. '* Safe in the bosom of his Grod," he oould 
indeed ''look bade and smile, on pangs that 
bitterest seemed awhile." The crown was won ! 
Cl^m^oe burst into the most violent sobs on 
discovering their dear old Mend was indeed no 
more ; but Marie said gently to her, " Do not 
grieve, dear, remember his own words about 
Father Michel only a few short minutes ago; 
no, we should rather bless Grod for having spared 
him a prison and a bloody death ; surely it is a 
flign of the great love his Saviour bore him ; " 
then turning to the gendarmes, who were rather 
taken aback at one of their prisoners having 
escaped them in so imlooked-for a manner, she 
eontinued, " And now I am ready to accompany 
you; but what is to be. done with— with — 
with P" "Ohl we have no orders about 
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dead bodies, we've plenty of them, so come 
along." Marie imprinted one kiss on the cokA 
forehead of her beloved uncle, and then turned 
to Cl^mence, who suddenly exclaimed, " And I» 
am not I to go to prison too ? Oh, take me witk 
you." " Thy name is not on the list ; but don't 
fear, thou wilt not be long neglected." To afl 
Gl^mence's entreaties to be allowed to aocom* 
pany Marie the men only answered by brutal 
laughter, and without allowing the poor girls to 
exchange another word they hurried their prisoner 
down stairs, and to the Abbaye prison. On 
arriving there she was consigned to the turnkey, 
and thrust into a large damp cell, where several 
were sleeping or at least lying on dirty looking 
straw. An addition to their nimiber, even at 
that time of night, for it was nearly twelve 
o'clock, seemed to excite no surprise ; some just 
roused themselves for an instant, and one, a 
young woman, exclaimed, ''Are you come for 
toe ? I am ready." A summons to the guillo- 
tine was the only one ever expected now. Marie, 
whose calmness and courage had not hitherto 
failed her, began now to feel the effects of the 
events of the last two hours, and sinking dovm 
she covered her face with her hands, and her full 
Jieart found relief in a natural burst of tears. 
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Her pastor and friend betrayed to death; her 
beloved uncle, who had been both father and 
mother to the poor helpless deformed orphan, 
and who had first taught her to seek Qod and 
io do her duty to man, taken from her, she 
could never more show her reverence and love 
lor him, or smoothe his declining years as she had 
so fondly hoped to have done ; poor Cl^mence, 
who had always leaned on her firmer mind, now 
left alone with the cold remains of her friend and 
protector; and then the poor hapless prisoner, 
to whom she had become so fondly attached 
during these years of bitter anguish to him, he 
would miss her voice and smile, for which he 
seemed to look though he had long ceased 
speaking to her ; all these thoughts came crowd- 
ing in upon her, and what wonder if for a few 
minutes nature gave way? Happily for her it 
did so, the heart that cannot melt will sometimes 
break. She was roused from her grief by the 
sound of a low murmur near her ; she turned 
round, and saw on her knees a young and beau- 
tiful woman, earnestly engaged in prayer; it 
was the same who had asked the turnkey if he 
was come to fetch her. This lady was the 
Countess de Noailles, generally known in the 
prison as "The AngeL" No one who came 
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near her oonld &il to reverence and admire her 
deep and humble piety, though few might imitate 
it. The sight of one, whose sorrows doubtless 
exceeded hers, seeldng help where only it cmk 
be found, recalled Marie to herself. " Oh 1 how 
stupid and faithless I am," thought she, "^^so 
soon to forget all that those dear blessed ones 
have taught me ; 'I will cry unto the Lord 
in my trouble, for if I seek Him, He will be 
found of me ; ' " and kneeling down she laid all 
her grief before Him who has promised to be 
" a strength to the poor, a strength to the needy 
in his distress, a refuge from the storm, a shadow 
from the heat, when the blast of the terrible 
ones is as a storm against the wall." She rose 
from her communings with her God, and fdt all 
her miserable despairing thoughts had yanished 
like the early mist before the clear rays of the 
sun. True, her beloved friends were taken from 
her ; but were they not now ** before the throne 
of God," who should " wipe away all tears from 
their eyes," receiving ** the end of their faith ; '* 
and could she not leave Cl^menoe and that royal 
captive in the hand of a loving Father? Be- 
freshed and comforted by these blessed feelings 
Marie laid herself down on some straw and slept 
quietly for several hours. The next morning 
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ih& prisoners in Marie's cell were all taken into 
a larger room, wliere they were joined by many 
others, and where they partook of the coarse and 
scanty face now allowed them. Her great hope 
had been that Father Michel might still be 
aJiTe, and, perhaps, in the same prison with her- 
9£M, and she eagerly scanned each fresh arrival ; 
but the well-known figure did not 'appear, and 
her hope had nearly vanished, when one of the 
cell doors opened, and to .her joy she saw him 
slowly entering the common apartment, sup- 
porting some one whose head was bandaged, and 
who appeared to be suffering greatly. She 
uttered a little cry of delight, and was on the 
point of advancing towards him, when the young 
Countess de Noailles, who was near her at the 
moment, touched her arm, and said in. a low 
voice, " My poor girl, 1 see that you have found 
a dear friend here ; beware of taking any notice 
of him when the turnkeys are about — ^you would 
be instantly separated." Thanking the Countess 
for the friendly warning, Marie forbore to ap- 
proach Father Michel, who had not observed 
her, and contented herself with watching him 
from the dark comer where she had placed her- 
self on one of the stone benches. She saw him 
assist his sick companion to the easiest seat he 
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could find, and there, supporting him with one 
arm, hold a cup of water to the man's parched 
lips. Who could it be P thought she ; some old 
friend whom he had not seen for twenty years, 
perhaps a brother from whom he had been 
separated through life, and now met on the 
verge of the grave? but no, the figure seemed 
that of a young man, though shattered by suffer- 
ing. Presently, on a sign from the kind Countess, 
Marie found that she had an opportunity of 
making her presence known, and gently stepping 
up to him she whispered, "Dear Father Michel ;" 
he turned quickly round, and without quitting 
his hold of the suffering man, he held out the 
other hand to Marie, while his pale face lit up 
as he said, ''My child, thou here tool But I 
might have 'expected that ; and as thou couldst 
not escape, I am rejoiced to have thee in the 
same dungeon ; thou wilt help me to nurse this 
unfortunate man, and to teach him to seek for 
pardon and peace if I am summoned to the 
scaffold before him or thee." The sick man 
shuddered and groaned, whether from pain or at 
the thoughts of death Marie knew not. 

'' But where is dear Maitre Jean ? I do not see 
him, or poor CMmence ; — ^they have surely not 
separated you P" 
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Then Marie hurriedly told of their arrest, of 
their being denounced by one Citizen D^spr^z, 
who he was they knew not, — ^here the sick man 
groaned again, — ^and of how, when the cruel men 
would have dragged her uncle to prison, they 
found his spirit had fled. 

" One more powerful than they had called 
him. My dear old friend ! God be praised for 
sparing his grey hairs a bloody death. Oh! 
Marie, thou canst not know how much of happi- 
ness here, and I humbly trust, hereafter, I owe 
to that good old man. His simple faith was the 
means of clearing away thick clouds of darkness 
and despair from my mind ; he first showed me 
that eternal life is the free gift of Grod, and that 
Christ loved me, and gave Himself for me^ a 
wretched sinner, who had, till then, been trust- 
ing in the ' deeds of the law.' And now he has 
entered into his rest 1" 

The uneasiness of his companion became so 
great, during this conversation, that Father 
Michel said to Marie, *' Assist me, my child, to 
lay this poor creature on the floor, and bathe his 
temples, while I support his head." 

Marie obeyed, and proceeded to unloose the 
large handkerchief which concealed the features 
of the prisoner. When these were disclosed^ she 
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beheld, to her utter astonishment, that the object 
of Eather Michel's tender care, was no other than 
the Count de St. Amand, he who had denounced 
him, and brought him to prison and to death. 
She started back almost with horror, which the 
wounded Count perceived, and a faint blush of 
shame spread over his palUd features. But a 
look from Father Michel made her suppress hsr 
feelings, and she applied herself to the task of 
bathing the wounds on the forehead, which 
seemed very severe, and of a dangerous character. 
While she is thus occupied, we will briefly 
relate how it was that the Count de St. Amand 
found himself in the same prison as the victims 
of his cruelty and revenge. It has been said, 
that on arriving in Paris, he assumed another 
name, as well as the part of a furious Jacobin : 
he obtained a seat in the Convention, and sup- 
ported all the most violent measures, in hopes of 
remaining undiscovered. Unfortunately for him, 
his old servant Charles, who he heard had been 
killed in the attack and burning of the chateau, 
and who was his bitter foe, had traced him to 
Paris, and in spite of his wig and false whiskers, 
had recognized him one day in the Convention, 
when he was himself unseen. Charles laid his 
plans so well, that his former master had no idea 
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of his danger, until the moment of hia arrest, as 
he was entering the hall where, the sittings were 
heid, when he was stopped by two gendarmes, 
and accused of being an aristocrat in disguise, 
ionaerlj called Gomte de St. Amand. He was 
going loudly to deny the imputation, and furi* 
ously demanded who had dared to accuse a good 
citksen, when Charles, who had hitherto been in 
the background, stepped forward, saying : ** I 
accuse thee, most noble Count, in return for 
this ;" and the wretch pointed to a deep scar on 
his cheek, the effect of a blow from the but end 
of hia gun, the Count had given in their last 
quarrel. At the sight of his former servant and 
accomplice in wickedness, the unhappy young 
man turned pale, but recovering himself, and 
quickly drawing out a pistol, he aimed it at 
Charles, who, springing aside, narrowly escaped, . 
and then sprang upon his master, and a furious 
struggle ensued, in which the Count received seve- 
ral severe wounds from a dagger, and had his right 
arm broken. Faint from loss of blood, and un- 
able to defend himself, he was then taken up 
between the gendarmes, who had not interfered 
in the fray, flung into a coach, and carried off to 
the Abbaye. All this occurred the very evening 
of the day on which he had denounced Father 

M 
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Michel, and by the means of others, caused the 
arrest of those he called his enemies. On the 
arrival of the wretched man at the prison he was 
put into a cell, which was already tenanted, and 
where he remained insensible, and to all appear* 
ance dead. The turnkeys contented themsdves 
with some brutal jest, on his sparing Samsoni 
(the executioner) the "trouble of helping him 
off with his head," and would not even attend 
to the request of the other prisoners, to allow 
them a lamp. One, however, among the number, 
had secreted a piece of tallow candle, and managed 
to strike a light, and he proceeded to see if any- 
thing could be done for the wounded man. The 
others, after a few minutes, returned to their un?- 
comfortable beds, unwilling to lose the solace of 
a few hours* forgetfukiess — and besides, suffering 
was such a common sight now. For some time 
the Count gave no sign of life, and his features 
were so distorted by pain and covered with blood, 
that his kind attendant could not at all recognize 
him. After bathing his wounds, and binding up 
his head as well as the scanty means would aUow^ 
his consciousness slowly returned, and he began 
to gaze about him in utter bewilderment. At 
last a dim recollection of what had passed flashed 
upon him, and " Where am I ?" burst fix>m him 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE PRINCE8S. 163 

with a despairing ciy. Father Michel — ^for, as 
our readers will hare guessed, he it was who had 
aaocoQxed the Count — at the sound of that well- 
known voice felt his suspicions converted to 
certainty, and drawing back, lest the sight of one 
80 hateful to him should hurt him in his weak 
state, he said — 

**You are in the Abbaye prison, and are 
severely wounded ; you must be quiet and not 
speak, or you will lose your life." 

The Count, notwithstanding his weakness 
firom loss of blood, started up, and raising him- 
self on his elbow, turned quickly round. He 
saw behind him, supporting him with the tender- 
est care, the man whose Jife he had sworn to 
take. What wonder if, in that hour of suffering 
and despair, his conscience smote him; and 
groaning loudly, he shuddered, and exdaimed — .' 

*' It is your turn now ; are you going to kill 
me?" 

** No, unhappy man ; others have attempted 
that. / would save you if I could, save your soul 
and body, if it were God's will." 

He said no more, for he saw the necessity of 
perfect silence, and the Count soon sank down 
exhausted, and spake not a word for many hours. 

About the middle, of the following day the 
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turnkey ordered him, in spite oi lis weakness, 
to go into the common room, where we left him 
tended by Marie, as well as Father Michel. 
The sight of another person against whom he 
had sworn vengeance, and whom he had been 
the means of bringing to almost certain death, 
seemed at first imbearable to him. Sometimes 
he hoped they neither of them recognized him ; 
at other times he felt inclined to throw himsetf 
at their feet, and entreat them to leave him ; for 
his seared conscience began, in the face of death, 
to speak bitter things to him. They, however, 
took no notice of his uneasiness or looks of 
despair, judging him too weak for any conversa- 
tion ; but Father Michel prayed in a soft, low 
voice by his side, that the poor sinner might be 
spared for repentance, and that He who even 
at the eleventh hour can hear and save, would 
have mercy on him. In these prayers Marie 
heartily joined, and the Comtesse de Noailles, 
who had offered her services and had given her 
handkerchiefs for bandages, also knelt by their 
side, and united her supplications to theirs for 
the unfortunate young man, as well as for all the 
sad breaking hearts around them. There was a 
profound silence in the other parts of the long, 
low hall, and all were looking on with awe, and 
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some witii reverence, at the group whose paths 
in life had been so wide apart, the rich and the 
poor, the nobly bom and the lowly, now engaged 
m the common work of prayer and mercy. 

The iron-barred door was suddenly thrown 
Gpe^ and the gaol^ entered with a pc^er, on 
which wad inscribed the names of those who 
were to be guillotined that day. Those who 
were on the list quickly stepped out from among 
their companions, and said adieu to some, while 
others saw them depart with the indifference of 
people who were sure to follow soon. 

Before leaving the prison, the gaoler a^^roached 
the Count, as if to see if he were alive, and then 
said, '' It wasn't worth the trouble of bandaging 
your head, young man, for it will be off to-mor- 
row : your name is first on the list. I don*t see 
yours yet, oid chap," nodding to Father Michel, 
•* but don't fear, you won't be forgotten." 

On hearing this intelligence the Count gave 
way to the most violent despair; he at one 
moment uttered horrible curses on his vile fol- 
lower who had denounced him, then on Father 
Michel and Marie, and then, changing his tone, 
besought them to save him, as though it had 
been in their power. It was with great dif&culty 
he could be restored to anything Hke comiposure. 
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and after that he sank for an hour or two into a 
state of apathy, and almost unconsciousness. 
During that time Father Michel beckoned to 
Marie to come close to him, and conversed with 
her earnestly in a low tone, his countenance the 
while beaming, as if with some happy thoi^ht. 
Marie seemed to be expostulating with her frigid 
and pastor, at whom she gazed with looks of 
more than common reverence and love ; but hex 
objections to whatever he was proposing yielded 
before his loving words. 

When he had ended speaking, Marie covered 
her face with her hands, through which the tears 
slowly trickled, and she might have been heard 
to say — " Would that I could give my useless 
life for thine; will they not be persuaded to 
take me too ?*' 

" My child, I leave thee a solemn task to per- 
form ; cease not to pray for this unhappy man : 
it . may be God will hear thy prayers, and bless 
our endeavours to awaken his soul. By' dying 
in his place he will have some days more for 
repentance, or he may escape altogether, and 
live to bring forth the fruits of it, and thou wilt 
have the happiness of haVing helped to bring a 
sinner to thy Saviour." Then, tenderly embra- 
cing Marie, he turned from her to the Count, and. 
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with the aid of another prisoner, assisted him 
into their right cell. ^ 

During that night, a long dark one in Novem- 
ber» did this holy man unfold, in a low voice, 
Im plan to the Count for saving his life, or at 
least for delaying his execution, by dying in his 
pkoe — ^in the place of his enemy 1 Such things 
were not uncommon among those who were 
united by the dearest bonds, but few would 
have offered themselves for their foe. The care- 
lessness of the gaolers, their ignorance of the 
faces or names of their prisoners, rendered it not 
a dif&cult matter to substitute one person for 
another, and by putting bandages round his 
head and £ace, and assuming an air of suffering, 
there was little doubt that the exchange in this 
instance might easily be made. The selfish joy 
of the Count, on hearing this noble offer, could 
only be equalled by his surprise. " They cannot 
know me," he thought ; and some better feelings, 
some remnant of shame and remorse, made him 
exclaim, '' Impossible ! you do not know me — 
you cannot ; yet I thought you and she did too ; 
I am — I am the D^sprez who denounced you all, 
and I am he who burnt your house, and nearly 

killed you at " 

, •* You are the Comte de St. Amand — and our 
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eaemj — still more the enemy of your Savionr, 
else I had not offered my life f<M: yoiffS, to ffiye 
you time for repentance." 

'*Bat I em ^kine enemy. I hare brought 
you all to the scafibld," repeats the Count, as 
though his hearer did not understand his wot<db. 

'* I senre a Master who died for his enemies 
—died a cruel and lingering death ; His seirant 
cannot do as much as his Lord, but what he can 
do that' he will. Two conditions only do I 
insist upon, in return for jmdonguig thy ex- 
istence for awhile ; one is, that thou wilt listen 
to one whom T love as my own child, who will 
teach thee how to seek pardon for thy miserable 
sinful Hfis, and that thou wiH fix all thy thoughts 
on etemity; the other, that shouldst thou es- 
cape altogether, thou wilt protect those of tiiine 
own people, whom thou hast deeply injured, if 
thou art restored to thy former station." 

The hopes of life revived in the young man's 
mind ; he could not refVise the generous offer 
hdd out to him, and he eagerly promised all 
that was demanded of him. 

The next day was the 9th Thermidor, « day 
ever memorable in the annals of the Revolution. 
Early in the morning the tocsin b^^an to ring, 
and great noise was heard, even by the prisoners ; 
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— all expected to be massacred, and prepared 
for a death more terrible than the guillotine. 
The gaoler came in with his list, however, as 
usual, only much eariier, and in the hurry and 
tonlusion made no remark, when Father Michel, 
tottering and bandaged, presented himself at the 
name of St. Amand, disguised Eoyalist. The 
wounded Count was still in his cell, and Marie, 
sad but firm, was prepared to devote herself to 
her newtluties, though, as she heard the rumbling 
of the cart that was to take her last and dearest 
friend to the scaffdd, her heart died within her, 
and she could hardly refrain from praying that 
she might soon follow him. As the day wore 
on, i^e terrible noise outside gathered strength, 
and filled the poor prisoners with dread. The 
gmllotine they all expected as the end of their 
woes ; but to be murdered in cold blood was far 
more horrible. In that hour of agonizing sus- 
pense, friends and foes embraced each other, 
exchanging mutual forgiveness ; and lips which 
had long ago forgotten how to jway, poured 
forth the most ardent supplications. These 
scenes were taking place in all the prisons, 
where 11,000 prisoners waited their doom. 
Marie, after the agitation of the first half-hour, 
ooQeeted her thoughts, and tried to inspire those 
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near her with fortitude. She herself sought 
help and strength from an unfailing source, and 
in that hour of mortal agony she reaped the 
fruits of her faith ; for truly she was " iwt afraid 
of eyil tidings, her heart was fixed, trusting in. 
the Lord," ""who knoweth them that trust in 
Him." She gave all her attention to the County 
whose terror it was most painful to witness. 
Her gentle kindness seemed to touch him more 
even than the sacrifice of his life which Father 
Michel had made, and he even implored hei 
forgiveness for the ill usage she had received 
formerly from him, as well as for having de- 
nounced her and her uncle, and, as he imagined, 
brought him to the guillotine. He was com- 
forted at being told of the old man's peaceful 
death, and seemed to think that was one sin off 
his conscience, and was able to attend, after a 
time, while Marie read to him some of the 
blessed words which promise pardon to the re- 
turning and penitential sinner. 

At last, a turnkey entered the apartment and 
brought them some food; it was five in the 
afternoon, and no one had been near them since 
the victims for the day had been taken early in 
the morning. Pressed on all sides, and bribed, 
the man at last revealed to the anxious throng 
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the cause of the frightful tumult. Robespierre 
had fallen, had been denounced — forbidden to 
defend himself, was to be executed on the mor- 
roir. With Eobespierre the reign of terror 
ceased 1 New men, not perhaps better, but less 
sanguinary, succeeded to power. The prisons 
were opened for many days, and those doomed 
to death by the Jacobins were set free. 

We may conceive the joy, the thankfulness, 
this deliverance created ; but in the midst of their 
rejoicings, how many had to mourn for the dead ! 
Of this number was Marie. " Oh 1" thought she, 
" if this had but happened a few hours earlier, 
my dear master would have been spared ;" and 
though she accused herself of selfishness and 
want of. submission, the feeling would return. 
She was now alone in the world, her beloved old 
uncle gone, and perhaps poor little Gl^mence. 
But it was not her custom to give way to feel- 
ings, when anything was to be done for others, 
and, after accompanying the Count, at his earnest 
request, to a quiet lodging near the prison, and 
promising to return to him, she set out for the 
Temple, in hopes of finding some trace of 
Cl^mence. On arriving at Maitre Jean's old 
abode at the prison gate, her heart sank at the 
thoughts that she should never see that loved 
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and lionoured face again, and slowly entering the 
passage, the door of which she foond open, she 
went up-stairs, and was going into their old 
room, with a sad and weary heart, when she 
heard her name called, and in another moment 
found hersdf in the arms of Madame Le Bran, 
while Cl^mence and the younger ones, now no 
longer children, were seising her hands and 
dancing round her with the most frantic joy. 
Marie was speechless from surprise; but still 
greater was her happiness when, from a corner 
of the room which lay in the shadow, she heard 
a still more beloved voice, and saw the tail figure 
of Father Michel. She attempted to spring to- 
wards him, but her head seemed to reel, and the 
whole room to whirl round, and she would have 
sunk fainting on the floor, had not the strong 
arms of Madame Le Brun caught her. The 
exciting events of the last two days, the return 
to life, from the very gates of death, and the 
sight of a dearly loved friend and master whom 
she mourned as dead, now told on her, and it 
was some time before 'she was sufficiently re- 
covered to listen to all that had passed. 

The cart that was to convey Father Michel 
and the other victims to the scene of death, 
early that morning, had not proceeded far before 
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its progress was arrested by one of the many 
crowds collected in all parts of Paris. Some of 
the mob wished to attack the soldiers and 
release the prisoners, but they were not at that 
moment a match for fixed bayonets, nor was the 
downfall of the tyrant quite certain. However, 
ihe gendarmes were obliged to make a con- 
siderable circuit to avoid the rapidly increasing 
violence of the people, so that it was midday 
before they reached the place of execution. 
When there, Samson, the executioner, was not 
to be found, and some person was forced into 
his place. During this time, the agony of the 
prisoners may be imagined. Not fully under- 
standing the cause of the tumult, they sometimes 
dreaded they were to be torn in pieces by the 
moK At length, just as one of their band had 
mounted the soafPold, and the new executioner, 
nearly as terrified as his victim, was attempting 
to perform his office, loud cries of ** Down with 
Eobespierre ! Death to the tyrants !" resounded 
on all sides, and the trampling of feet announced 
the arrival of fresh multitudes. To release the 
prisoners pinioned in the cart, to throw the 
unfortunate official from the scaffold, thereby 
causing his death in the place of Father Michel 
who had volunteered to suffer the first — ^all this 
was the work of a minute. Bescued from the 
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grave the prisoners quickly dispersed in different 
directions. Father Michel slowly wended his 
way back towards the Abbaye, in hopes of find- 
ing that Marie too was set free, but the masuTe 
gates were still closed, and no one would 
answer his questions; all were intent on sav- 
ing themselves, or in adding to the terrible 
commotion. At last he learned that the cottf 
flict was over, and that the fall of the tyrants 
was certain. His next care was, therefore, for 
Gl^mence, and with that object he pursued his 
weary journey, faint from fasting and anxiety^ 
As he was languidly approaching poor Maitre 
Jean's old lodging near the Temple, he fancied he 
heard his name repeated, in a low voice, two or 
three times, and, on looking carefiilly round, he 
perceived, at the comer of a narrow court, a little 
group of figures beckoning to him, but seem- 
ingly afraid of being observed. He turned out 
of the street, anil quickened his pace towards 
them, and in a moment found himself surrounded 
by Madame Le Brun and all her children, in- 
cluding Clemence. The good woman, unable 
to support herself, or to bear the uncertainty 
respecting the fate orher absent child any longer, 
had resolved to go to Paris and seek her and 
Marie. The journey had been a long and weary 
one, and she arrived in Paris the very day before 
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the arrest of Father Michel. It was so long 
since she had received any certain news of any 
of the party, that the poor woman was quite 
bewildered, and knew not how to obtain any 
due to their abode, supposing they had not 
been among the numberless victims of the 
guillotine. At last, a servant at the restaurant's 
where Marie had been employed three years 
before, and who had met her since, told Madame 
Le Brun that the old man and the two girls 
had become good democrats, and were employed 
about the Temple prison. 

Thither she hurried, learned that there was 
an old man called Citizen Broussel, who lived at 
the gate, opened the door, which was still igar, 
and found her child kneeling beside the cold 
inanimate form of her faithful old Mend. We 
need not describe the rapture of poor Cl^mence, 
nor the thankful joy of her mother, at finding her 
lost child alive. After hearing all that had taken 
place, and resting herself for an hour, Madame 
Le Brun yielded to Cl^mence's urgent entreaties, 
and set forth in the vain hope bf discovering in 
what prison Marie and Father Michel were con- 
fined, and of seeing them once again, if it were 
only on the road to their execution. Accord- 
ingly the little party set out, and under the 
gpiidance of Cl^mence had proceeded some way 
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towards the well-known scene of death, when they 
were stopped by the rush of multitudes of ex- 
cited, furious creatures, who were thronging fron^ 
every quarter, apparently in the same direction, 
while the drums beating and tocsin ringing 
showed that some great crisis was at h^nd. 
"Oh," cried Cl^mence, "it is to be like that 
dreadful September ; fdl the prisoners are going 
to be. massacred in cold blood in the prisons. I 
have heard people whispering for some days 
that we should see something happen that would 
astonish us ; but I had hoped, till the wretches 
denounced Maitre Jean and Marie, it was to be 
something good." "Nothing good will ever 
happen to this unhappy country again/' replied 
her mother, who, unused to such tumult and 
crowds, was nearly beside herself with terror, while 
the two younger ones clung close to Cl^mence. 
At last, the sounds of " Down with Eobespierre ! 
Peath to the tyrants !'* broke upon their ears, and 
brought some relief to their alarm, as it did that 
day to thousands of beating hearts. Unable to 
reach the place of execution, or to see the usual 
cart-load of victims, they were retracing their 
steps to the only spot Cl^mence could call home, 
when they .were rudely attacked and insulted by 
some of the mob, who were now dispersing in 
small parties, elated and drunk with joy at their 
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victory over their present tyrants, as they had 
Ijefore been at the overthrow of their lawM king. 
The trembling women took shelter in a narrow 
passage or court, where they remained afraid to 
venture out, till they saw, to their inexpressible 
joy, the figiftfe of Father Michel slowly and 
wearily passing at a little distance. That night 
the little band of friends remained together, and 
after their overiSowing hearts had poured out 
their praises to God for their deliverance from 
so many and great dangers, they all slept the 
sleep of exhaustion. The next morning, with 
great difficulty, Marie, who was known and liked 
by all the officials about the Temple, coarse and 
brutal though they were, obtained leave to lay 
their dear old friend in the ground — ^not conse- 
crated ground, and with no religious ceremonies, 
but with their prayers and tears. They reverently 
placed him in a rude grave, in the "joyful hope 
of a blessed resurrection." That duty done, 
Madame Le Brun was urgent in her prayers 
that they should all quit without delay this place 
of bloodshed and crime, and go, she knew not 
where } for their home was gone, and misery and 
terror prevailed everywhere. Cl^mence was 
willing to obey her mother, and even anxious to 
flee ; but Marie said nothing till Father Michel 
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said, " Yes, my friends, we will leave this scene 
of horrors, though God has dealt merdfully with 
us here, and can protect us to the end if it be 
His will, as well as elsewhere. But I have, or 
had, friends in Switzerland, where we may wor- 
ship God in peace, and where we nmst all labour 
for our mutual support, for like you I am penni- 
less ; but we who have faced death so near do 
not fear poverty, do we, Marie ? " 

Marie blushed, and hesitated for a moment ; 
then she said, gently but firmly — 

" Dear sir — dear, dear friends, do not think me 
unkind or ungrateful ; but I cannot go with you. 
I have a duty here I cannot leave. As long as 
that suffering prince lives, I must be near him. 
I know, though he does not speak to me or to 
any one, that he likes to see me ; perhaps he re- 
members that his mother was kind and good to 
me, and that is why his eye rests upon me, and 
follows me. How could I abandon him who 
has not a friend on earth ? I am poor and weak, 
and you, dear friends, can well spare me. I should, 
perhaps, only add to your burden, for I am not 
as strong even as formerly ; but I can, perhaps, 
give this poor angel a few moments' comfort ; at 
all events, I can pray for him, and Watch over 
him, when God shall release him from his cruel 
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bondage, and that is not far off. I feel he will 
soon be at peace. You will not oppose my stay- 
ing, will you ?" 

Her friends were silent, but their eyes were 
filled with tears of love and admiration. 

"No, my child," said Father Michel, "thou 
shalt not be thwarted in thy work of love. God 
be with thee and bless thee. It would gladden 
our dear old Mend's heart to know that his child 
was willing to sacrifice freedom and perhaps life, 
(for, Marie, there may yet be danger for thee,) to 
her duty." 

The friends parted. Father Michel and his 
followers reached a place of safety, after a long 
and toilsome journey. The Eeign of Terror, 
though it had ceased in the capital, on the death 
of Robespierre, continued its bloody sway for 
some time longer in the provinces, until that 
party was entirely crushed; and the travellers 
were exposed to many dangers on their road. 
At length, however, they found refuge in a retired 
village in Switzerland, which was then full of 
fugitives. There, Madame Le Brun and her 
children supported themselves and their beloved 
pastor, whose simple wants were easily satisfied. 
He met some old friends of his youth, who, like 
him, had been " purified in the fire ;" his talents 
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and piety were recognized in that land of reli- 
gious freedom, and to the last day of his life he 
continued to labour in the cause of his Saviour^; 
" and when the Chief Shepherd shall appear," 
he " shall receive a crown of glory that fadeth 
not away." 

The Comte de St. Amand did not live long 
after his release from prison ; but we may trust 
the lessons he had learned, and the noble ex- 
ample set him by those whom he had injured, 
were not lost on him. His sister, who, like aU 
who were confined in convents, was allowed, if 
she pleased, to return to the world, after the 
revolution, inherited the family estates, only a 
small part, however, of which she ever gained 
possession. She established herself in Mirandel, 
and, devoting herself to her people, endeavoured 
to repair some of the injuries caused in the first 
instance by her unhappy brother. 

It only remains to say a few words of Marie. 
She sought and obtained permission to return to 
her service in the Temple ; from which, indeed, 
she had only been absent three days, and then 
she took a tender farewell of her friends, pro- 
mising them, when her self-imposed labour of 
love was over, to let them know and to join 
them. But she felt within herself that her 
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own days would not be many on earth. The 
sad story of the royal victim's continued cap- 
tivity and death we have already told. This 
faithful and devoted girl was ever near him 
to the last, whispering promises and glorious 
hopes to cheer him, and soothing him with words 
and looks of love. He seldom spake to her; 
but once he took her hand in his wasted fingers, 
and said, in a low voice, "Marie, / cannot 
thank you; my mother will — ^by and by." 
She felt herself repaid, even in this life. By 
dint of entreaties Marie procured permission 
to follow the last remains of one whom she had 
so tenderly watched, to the grave — ^not among 
his royal ancestors, but in the parish church of 
St. Marguerite. As she returned to the Tem- 
ple, the sense of desolation, as well as weakness 
of body, quite overcame her. She felt the object 
of her care was gone to his rest, and all who 
knew or loved her were far away — ^there was no 
more left for her to do on earth. As she sat 
quietly weeping on the stone steps leading to the 
dauphin's late apartment, she heard some one 
approach and speak to her in a gentle and re- 
spectful voice. She looked up quickly, and saw 
a soldier whom she had often observed on duty 
lately in the interior of the prison, and who had 
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sometimes carried heavy burdens, such as water, 
&c., up the steep staircase for her. 

"Forgive me. Mademoiselle, if I frightesed 
you ; but I wanted to say something." 

The unwonted tone of respect, and the word 
" Mademoiselle," instead of the odious " Citoy- 
enne," made the poor girl smile through her 
tears, and the man continued, " I know you are 
alone now he, that poor child, is dead, and I 
wish you would come with me. I have got a 
mother living near, and she is, like you, kind* and 
good to every one who is unhappy ; she knows 
about you, for I have often told her of you, and 
she thinks she has met you once ; she is in want 
of some one to keep her company." 

The soldier's kind words and entreaties pre- 
vailed, and Marie, collecting h^ few possessions, 
followed him, while he led the way down a 
narrow street, and stopped before a small but 
tidy house. Opening the door he entered first, 
and exclaimed, " See, mother, she is come ; take 
care of her ;" and a moment after, a respectable 
elderly woman came forward, and saying, " It is 
her : just as I thought I " clasped the astonished 
girl in her arms. Marie was too much confused 
to recognisie in the kind-hearted woman the 
wife of the farmer who had given them food and 
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shelter years ago on their journey to Paris. But 
she it was, who, on the murder of her loyal 
husband, had come to Paris animated by a 
mother's love, to seek and reclaim her ^on. She 
had found him a soldier^ but no Jacobin, and 
filled with sorrow for the grief he had caused his 
father; he became an altered man, devoted to 
his mother, and trying on all occasions to 
moderate the fury of violent democrats in his 
regiment, and to save the lives of the persecuted 
rc^alists. His mother had often talked to him 
of the visit of Maitre Jean and the young girls, 
and told how from that time his father had for- 
given him ; and how he had studied the little 
Bible Broussel had left with bim. Prom the 
moment his duties had caUed him to the guard 
of the prison where the yonng prince was a 
captive, he had felt sure that in Marie be had 
found one of the party whose visit had proved 
such a blessing, and he determined to watch 
over and to befriend her. The opportunity to do 
so had now offered, and he saw with joy the 
poor friendless girl in the arms of one who would 
cherish her. Marie gratefully accepted the pro- 
tection of this kind motherly woman, and, indeed, 
she greatly needed it. Her health and strength 
had entirely given way, now that the objects for 
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exertion no longer existed. All that winter she 
was unable to leave the house, and though the 
first warm days of early spring revived her, it 
was clear that the feeble life within would soon 
be extinguished. Madame Eegnier and her son 
vied with each other in their tender care of their 
charge, whose faith and fervent piety never shone 
more brightly than in the last days of suffering. 
One evening she begged to be placed near the 
window which looked to the west, and appeared 
to be lost for some time in gazing on the last 
rays of the setting sun ; then, joining her hands, 
she shut her eyes, and the movement of her lips 
in prayer alone showed that her spirit had not 
fled, so pale and deathlike was her face. Her 
two friends almost held their breath, as they 
looked at her with love and reverence, as one 
already far above them. At length she slowly 
opened lier eyes, now glazed and dim, and said in 
a low and feeble voice, " My Mends, I have foimd 
that He is faithful that promised ;" then looking 
up as though she saw some loved one, she added, 
" I come, I come ; gloiy be to God on high ! " 
The lips ceased to move, and the song of praise 
was hushed on earth to be renewed in heiiven. 
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